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WON iT LAST. 



CHAPTER I. 

A T once Edith saw the necessity of 
-^-^ extreme caution, lest her efforts to 
extricate her grandfather should prove 
unavailing. She would not even give way 
to the intense joy she felt at finding her 
grandfather still alive, but proceeded, with 
the greatest caution, to grope down the 
rest of the stairs. She found a landing at 
last, but for some time could not feel any 
door, or aperture of any kind. Oh, for a 
light ! she thought; and then remembering 
the kind of bolt which had enabled her to 

VOL. III. B 



2 WON AT LAST. 

open the trap-door above, she contrived to 
press her finger round all the stone in the 
wall she could reach, and asked in a lower 
tone, " Am I nearer to you now? Do you 
hear my voice plainer ?" 

" Yes, yes, come — come — pray save me !" 

" Do you know of any way I could get 
to you ? Is there any door on this side, 
where you hear my voice ?" 

" I — I don't know, but all kinds of secret 
openings exist, I suppose, or they would not 
venture to imprison me here." 

" Can you see any ?" 

" I am blind — I have been nearly killed 
by those — ^hush ! don't say a word, don't 
speak again to me, but try to come again 
and save me !" 

Then, after a little pause, the feeble voice 
added, "Tell my daughter, Mrs. Preville, 
and make her come and let me out : teU 
her I forgive, and want to see her before I 
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die. If you wish to save me, do this. If 
you can do so, do not attempt to enter 
this room, unless you have got plenty of — 
they are coming !" 

Edith saw that it would be useless for 
her to try to enter the poor man's prison, 
but that all depended upon her own escape. 
So she groped upstairs again, as fast as she 
could, shut the trap-door, and covered it 
carefully with the carpet and the little 
table. She must try to look out of the 
window, in* order to see whether she could 
get out through it ; so she pushed the bed 
quite under the window, and then endeav- 
oured to raise the large arm-chair upon it. 
While she was using her utmost strength 
to build up the highest spot she could de- 
vise, the whole scene appeared to her like 
the fulfilment of some strange, half-for- 
gotten dream of early childhood — a dream 
which she now thought had tinged her 
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whole life with a longing to know her 
grandfather, and had given her a kind of 
vague feeling that she was destined to be 
the means of reconciling him to her mother, 
and making him happy. It must be this 
strange dream that had given her such a 
mysterious interest in the old man, whom 
nobody but her mother really cared for ; 
and now she seemed to have been brought 
here by some extraordinary combination or 
Providence, perhaps to be the means of 
saving his life, and liberating him from his 
tonlientors. 

Then it occurred to her that she must 
conceal her intentions from the old woman, 
who, of course, was evidently employed by 
her grandfather's enemies. So she ex- 
amined the door, to see if there were any 
means of fastening it on the inside. It 
was in a dark part of the room, and she 
had hitherto overlooked an iron bolt, which 
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she now fastened with great delight, and 
resolved, at all hazards, to keep her jailor 
out till she had discovered some means of 
escape. 

She then proceeded to climb up the 
high pile she had erected, and by standing 
on the high back of the arm-chair, she 
could, at a considerable risk of falling 
backwards, just see out of the window, and 
discover that it looked out on a narrow 
ledge of leaden roof, with an old castellated 
battlement a few feet high. 

The window had a strong iron bar up the 
centre, which she feared might prevent her 
from squeezing through either side. She 
had also great diflSiculty in opening the old 
rusty lattice, so she scrambled down again 
to get something to tie round the iron bar, 
and then by suspending her own weight 
on it, to ascertain whether it could be 
pushed out. This she found was impossi- 
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ble ; but, on the other hand, after opening 
the lattice, she found she could squeeze 
her head through. She remembered hav- 
ing heard that it was possible to get through 
a place which was not too small for the 
head to enter ; and since the loss of her 
child she had become very thin. 

To her great delight she succeeded in 
getting safely through, and found herself 
on the narrow leadjen roof, which went for 
a considerable distance along that part of 
the old house. But resolving to proceed, 
yet fearing to be seen, she crawled along 
on all fours, and was thus concealed from 
sight by the broad battlement. She gradu- 
ally reached the corner, and could then see 
that it was possible to climb down by a 
slanting roof to a lower level, and thus 
perhaps reach the terrace near the moat. 
But had she not better wait till it was 
dark ? Yet there would be more danger 
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of her faUing off into the moat ; and the 
place seemed so deserted that she thought 
she might venture to proceed. 

But then an unthought-of difl&culty oc- 
curred to her. Even if she could succeed 
in climbing down to the little terrace walk, 
how could she get across the deep moat 
which surrounded the large pile of build- 
ings, without crossing the bridge which 
led to the lodge on the main land, where 
the high iron gates were always locked ? 
For a moment she felt almost in despair, 
and sat down behind the low parapet, to 
think over what plan she could pursue. 
If she could but succeed in crossing the 
bridge, and getting through the iron gates 
without being seen, it would be all right, 
for a grove of evergreens, which had for- 
merly been clipped in quaint forms, ex- 
tended from the outer lodge to the bottom 
of the steep hill which she had descend* 
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ed with Nurse Ayres; and this hill was 
covered with splendid old trees, which 
would effectually conceal her from observa- 
tion. 

Should she venture to try ? Before she 
had time to make up her mind, she saw a 
cloud of dust on the road near the Mere, and 
then two horsemen came in sight. She 
hastily crouched down on the leads, but was 
able still to see through one of the apertures 
on the battlements without the risk of being 
seen, for there was fortunately long grass 
and snapdragon growing along the gutters. 
She saw the horsemen now gallop up to the 
outer lodge, of which they most probably 
possessed a key ; for the gate opened, and 
they dashed over the bridge and under the 
arch thit led to the courtyard inside. The 
foremost was very tall, and she fancied he 
must be the man who had taken her pri- 
soner. He had a leather case slung 
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over his shoulder, resembling one of her 
husbaaid's, which contained jewels, and 
which was in the carriage when it was 
stopped. 

This she observed ^s the man rode 
over the bridge. Now she could no longer 
see them, but her fears of being taken had 
increased overwhelmingly. Yet she felt 
more than ever the importance of trying to 
save herself, that she might help her old 
grandfather. So she ventured to dash on, 
and try to get down to the terrace. In 
this she soon succeeded, by means of a 
strong ivy-tree which grew on the lowest 
wall, and so got down by its branches to 
the terrace near the moat. 

She ran breathless to the bridge, got 
over it apparently unobserved, and, oh I 
joy, found the iron gate unlocked, passed 
into the thick shrubbery, and so on to the 
woody lull. But she would not allow her- 
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self a moment to take breath, though she 
felt ready to drop from exhaustion; and 
she climbed up the steep part that led to 
the cascade which dashed over the entrance 
to the secret passage. Here she paused 
for a moment, to regain her breath, for she 
felt in comparative safety, knowing that 
she could now conceal herself, if necessary, 
among the trees. 

So she sat down, where the spray of the 
cascade cooled her burning temples, and 
seemed to invigorate her sinking form. 
A few minutes afterwards she was startled 
by seeing some stones and pieces of earth 
come tumbling down the rocky ledge close 
to where she sat, and on looking up saw a 
number of people cautiously descending 
the hill. She started up, and was hasten- 
ing to conceal herself behind the cascade, 
when she descried several women among 
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them, and — ^yes, it certainly was dear old 
Nurse Ayres, and, just behind her, Susan 
"Warburton. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

fTlHB revulsion from despair to joy was 
-*- so unexpected that Edith ahnost 
fainted, so that it was with difficulty she 
emerged from her conceahnent, and showed 
herself to their wondering eyes. In another 
moment, she was clasped in her nurse's 
arms, and, perhaps feeling that her ardu- 
ous task was so nearly accomplished, she 
indulged for a moment in sobs of joy. 

But they must go on, she next thought 
— ^there was not a moment to be lost ; and 
then she hastily told them of her grand- 
father's existence, and described to Nurse 
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Ayres that part of the building where she 
had found he was concealed. 

" I know it ; and we shall find it in no 
time," said the delighted nurse. "Now, 
come, all of you, except five or six of the 
men. But my darling must go with you — 
Miss Warburton — ^indeed she must. And, 
boy Ben, where are you ? — ^here, carry the 
lady safe up the hill, and take her to Mrs. 
Bevan's — ^that's nearest.'* 

In vain Edith protested that she was 
well enough to go back with them and 
extricate her grandfather — ^they would not 
consent. She soon learnt, with great de- 
light, that some of the oflSicers and a dozen 
or more men of the weU-known 42nd regi- 
ment were with them; Mr. Smith, also, 
the clever lawyer, and in a state of wild 
delight, at being at last permitted to enter 
forcibly the old house which he always had 
maintained harboured thieves. 
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The men that Nurse Ayres had advised 
to be detached from the party who were 
about to enter the secret passages, were to 
be despatched, with an oflSicer at their 
head, to conceal themselves in the shrub- 
bery close to the outer lodge, so as to 
prevent the escape of any of the inhabi- 
tants, should they attempt to cross the 
bridge. Thus, as there was no other 
known way out except to swim over the 
deep moat, they hoped to take all the party 
prisoners. 

When the plan was explained to Edith, 
she submitted to let them go without her, 
after she had described more fully the room 
where she had been imprisoned, and the 
trap-door she had discovered — ^now covered 
by the carpet — ^which led down to Mr. Dal- 
ton's room. 

" I know it exactly,'* said Nurse Ayres ; 
^'and I saw a man there, as I told you, 
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last time I watched, rm certain sure to 
find the poor gentleman, if they will but 
let him live till we get there," she mut- 
tered, in a lower tone. 

Susan Warburton allowed Edith to re- 
main till they had seen the last of the 
party traverse the ledge of rock that led 
to the opening below the cascade, and 
then they proceeded up the hill-side. 
When they reached the top of the hill, 
which commanded an extensive view over 
the beautiful park and lake, they perceived 
several horsemen coming from the Min- 
sterton lodge on the farther side. At first 
they feared that more of the robbers might 
possibly be returning to their den; but, 
on looking more attentively, Edith uttered 
an exclamation of joy, for she fancied that 
one who rode on before the*^rest was her 
own dear father. Yes, it certainly was; 
and then she descried several of the gen- 
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tlemen of the neighbourhood behind, with 
whom they were acquainted. Susan told her 
that she thought her father would go to 
Minsterton, in case he could not succeed in 
hearing of her in the neighbourhood of Eip- 
plesdale Forest, or Stonycroft, for hermother 
had a strange suspicion, which she imparted 
to him as he stepped into the carriage, that 
some of the Swindledrift family might be 
connected with highwaymen, and conse- 
quently might make use of the deserted 
old place to conceal their plunder ; so that 
Mr. Previfle had obtained a warrant to search 
Delamere Hall. He had sent a message to 
herself (Miss Warburton), which reached 
her the evening before, saying that on the 
night when Edith disappeared some men 
resembling the description given by the 
postiUon had been seen by a keeper, who 
was on the watch, very near one of the 
entrances to Delamere. 
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This led to the assembling of all 
this party, and the summoning of old 
Nurse Ayres to act as guide through the 
secret passage. They had deemed it use- 
less to proceed without an armed force, for 
even had they discovered by the secret 
entrance that Edith had been taken to 
Delamere, they could not, supposing the 
house to be frequented by the highway- 
men, have liberated her without of course 
encountering the opposition of any inhabi- 
tants who had been left in charge of her. 

Susan and Edith now watched with in- 
tense anxiety the approach of Mr. Freville 
and his friends to the outer lodge, and saw 
them pass through the iron gate, which 
Edith had lately found unlocked, to her 
great surprise and delight, and ride across 
the bridge. There it seemed they met with 
no opposition, for gradually they all disap- 
peared imder the archway. 

VOL. in. c 
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" The other party cannot have had time 
to go all that long way by the passage 
under the moat," said Edith, in dismay; 
*^ and none of them seem to be armed. 
What can they do against those dreadful 
robbers ? And they don't even know my 
grandfather is there. Oh I what a pity 
they came so soon 1" 

" It is probable they have pistols secreted 
under their coats," said Susan ; ** and, re- 
member, the soldiers are concealed close 
to the lodge, and can render any assist- 
ance required. They are right not to 
enter the house with apparently hostile 
intentions," continued Susan, who now 
made Edith sit down imder a beech-tree, 
and tried to induce her to eat some of 
the provisions she had brought, in case they 
had found her — perhaps in a famishing 
condition — in the Hall. 

They listened and watched intently, but 
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for some minutes all was silent. Then the 
report of fire-arms was heard, as if from the 
inside of the Hall. Soon afterwards they 
saw a tall, large man jump out of one of 
the lower windows into the moat, and swim 
vigorously across, for the current was 
strong on this side. He reached the other 
hank safely, and disappeared among the 
evergreens. This escape did not seem to 
have been noticed by any of the rescuing 
party, for they saw no one looking out of 
the window from which he had thrown 
himself. 

It occurred to Edith that this tall man 
might be one of the two she had seen enter 
the Hall before she left it, and that he might 
possibly find his way up to where they 
were now sitting ; but before she had time 
to utter her fears to Susan, they saw some 
of the soldiers, who had gone with Nurse 
Ayres, emerge from the entrance, and 
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cross the bridge, with several handcuffed 
prisoners walking between them. 

" It must be all over now," said Susan^ 
clapping her hands with deUght. 

" Oh, I hope so ; and there's the poor 
deaf and dumb woman, who was really kind 
tome — she must not be hurt; and there 
was the old servant who came to the car- 
riage, and would not let us in, when my 
mother and I went there last to try to 
see my grandfather ; and there is another, 
so like the pretended widow, whom I met in 
London — ^her brother, perhaps." 

Several other men, and two women, be- 
sides the old one Edith had recognised, 
were seen to traverse the bridge as prison- 
ers, and were afterwards joined by officers 
and soldiers, who had been stationed 
outside the moat ; and then the whole party 
proceeded along the road that led to the 
Minsterton Lodge. 
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" It must be all safe now," said Susan, 
with a sigh of intense relief ; " and see 1 
there is your father coming out of the 
archway, and some of the party — see, they 
have left their horses, so I suppose Nurse 
Ayres has told them where she left you, 
and they are going to climb the hill to fol- 
low us." They walked quickly over the 
bridge, and then disappeared in the shrub- 
bery; but Edith now dreaded lest they 
should fall in with the escaped robber, 
doubtless rendered desperate, who most 
probably had passed somewhere in that 
direction, after he had swam across the 
moat. 

Soon afterwards her fears were increas- 
ed by hearing a shot fired, not far below 
where they were sitting; and Edith 
expressed her dread to Susan, who now 
reproached herself for not having at once 
insisted upon taking Edith to Mrs. Bevan's, 
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without waiting to see the result of the 
attack and defence below. 

She made her move a few paces fur- 
ther on, where some thick holly and box- 
trees would more effectually conceal them 
from observation ; while the boy Ben tri- 
umphantly assured them that he was well 
armed, and maintained that he could defend 
them from all assaults. 

But for more than five minutes the 
suspense was great, and then Edith had 
the delight of hearing her father's voice 
calling loudly to her, so that he at any rate 
was safe. She then emerged from her 
concealment with Susan, and they descried 
the steep part in the descent from whence 
his voice came. They soon perceived him, 
and several other gentlemen, standing near 
the cascade, and Edith joyfully called out 
to him that she was safe. 

Mr. Freville rushed up, and clasping her 
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in his aims said, ^^Your grandfather is 
saved, my darling child !" 

For a few seconds no words were spoken, 
while Edith clung to her father's neck and 
wept tears of intense joy. Some of her 
other old friends then advanced towards 
them, and heartily congratulated them on 
the joyful event. Mr. Smith was among the 
number, who declared that it would be a re- 
lief to the whole county, for it had been a 
crying shame that the fine old property 
should have passed into the hands of thieves 
and murderers- 

" Now, my child," said Mr. Freville, " you 
shall come down and see your grandfather, 
who has already been informed to whom he 
owes his liberty ; and he is longing to — oh ! 
poor man, he can't see, but I quite per- 
ceived that he is longing, to receive you to 
his heart, and express his gratitude. Nurse 
Ayres is with him, and Dr. Nolan, and they 
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are putting him into one of [the best fur- 
nished rooms they can find. As soon as I 
leave you with him, I wiU go and fetch 
your mother." 

'^ And my husband — ^where is he ? " in- 
quired Edith, with sudden anxiety. 

" We sent your servant James to London, 
so he will probably by this time have 
reached Preville Court." 

" And Nelly, what became of her ?" 

"All safe with your mother — probably 
talking away, from the time I left her tiU 
now — and describing all your and her ad- 
ventures in India, my darling child," he 
added, as he suddenly thought of the sad 
loss of her baby. " But you will be very- 
happy now, for one of the dearest wishes of 
your life has been fulfilled — ^you have got 
your grandfather, and you are going to 
stay, at least for a time, with him at Dela- 
mere Hall." 
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'* But the escaped leader of the high- 
waymen — ^what became of him ? — did not 
he fire the shot we heard just before you 
came up the hill ?" 

They had also heard the shot, and Mr. 
Smith thought it had hit his hat ; but they 
had not stopped to see from wjience it 
came, in their anxiety to find Edith ; nor 
had any of the party perceived that anyone 
had swum across the moat, 

" He must have escaped when we were 
battering down the door, or rather wall, of 
Mr, Dalton's prison, to which Nurse Ayres 
conducted us through the secret passage," 
said Mr, Smith, " And she foimd that the 
proper entrance had been built up. It 
seems probable that, when they found you 
had escaped, they placed their whole force 
to bar the usual entrances, for when we 
had battered down the door we found him 
alone in the room ; and they of course did 
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not know that we could reacli him without 
passing through the great gate and the 
inhabited part of the house. This was 
most fortunate, otherwise they might pos- 
sibly have murdered him, in order to keep 
the property, and not betray the fictitious 
marriage. It seems that they had been 
well prepared to defend the inhabited wing, 
through which they thought that any 
assailants would be obliged to pass. But 
we came upon them from behind, through 
the dining-room, before Mr. Freville and 
his party had entered the gates; and as 
they had carefully barred the doors through 
the successive rooms, these were impedi- 
ments in their flight, and they were easily 
taken prisoners." 

More explanations were given as they 
all descended the hill; and they soon 
reached the outer gate and bridge, where 
some more gentlemen were waiting to greet 
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Mrs. Morton and her father, and wit* 
nes^ their joyful entrance into the old 
Hall, Then Mr. Smith was despatched to 
Minsterton, to hire servants, and make 
various arrangements for Mr, Dalton's 
comfort ; while some of the other gentle* 
men volunteered to carry the joyful news 
to Mrs. Bevan and other friends. 

Nurse Ayres met father and daughter in 
the inner court, and had the delight of 
conducting them up to the room not far 
from the state bedchamber, which she 
knew was the most comfortable — ^to which 
they had already moved some of the best 
furniture that could be found. The walls 
were covered with a kind of old brocaded 
satin, having a pattern of flowers and birds 
on a pale ground ; and through the large 
oriel windows on the south side the sun- 
beams shone upon the figure of the pale 
old man as he lay on a red damask bed* 
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Edith saw notliiiig but him as she ran to 
his bedside, and, holding both his withered 
hands in her own, expressed her joy at 
seeing him safe. 

"Oh! yes, that is the voice; and it 
reminds me of my poor wife. I remem- 
bered it when you tried to find me last 
night ; and then I thought it was a dream, 
and that I was doomed to die without see- 
ing my poor daughter." And he eagerly 
felt her face with his hand. " And where 
is your brother ?" 

"My son is dead," said Mr. Freville, 
with a choked voice ; and he took the old 
man's hand and pressed it in his own. 

" Oh ! dear, is it so ? — ^they never told 
me that. Then, my dear girl, you are now 
the heiress of this place, and you are to 
take the name of Delamere. I wrote it in 
my wiU ; but I suppose they destroyed it. 
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Never mind, if I don't live to write another, 
your mother is heir-at-law/' 

" Oh ! grandpapa, don't speak of dying — 
you will soon be quite well now. Will he 
not, Nurse Ayres ?" 

I wiU now leave Edith to enjoy her at- 
tendance on her grandfather, and proceed 
to relate what had occurred to her friend 
Clarissa, whom she hoped soon to see, and 
to whom Susan Warburton was now re- 
turning home, intending to bring her as 
an assistant in nursing Mr. Dalton. 
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CHAPTER III. 

CLARISSA FAIRLEIGH had been 
staying witli the Frevilles for the 
last fortnight ; but then she had only ac- 
cepted the invitation which they had often 
before given, on condition that she was to 
leave them as soon as they should hear of 
the Mortons' arrival at Plymouth, She 
wished that Edith should find her parents 
alone, for after the sad loss of her brother, 
and then the mysterious disappearance of 
her child, she felt that the presence of a 
comparative stranger would not be pleas- 
ant. 

And she felt that she was a stranger to 
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everybody. She seemed to have grown 
forty years older at least, for all her for- 
mer liveliness, and what she fancied was 
agreeability and beauty, were gone. She had 
now passed more than a year with the 
Warburtons, and had been so struck by 
the extraordinary superiority of all they 
said and did, the high tone and happy 
spirit of hopeful trust in a bhssful here- 
after, which seemed always to intensify all 
the enjoyments they stiU possessed in this 
world, that at first she became quite crush- 
ed by the feeling of her own inferiority. 
But Susan endeavoured to show her that 
it was more the fault of her circumstances 
and education than of her own natural 
disposition, and that it was still in her 
power to attain the real and even present 
enjoyment of hope in immortahty, if she 
could first bring herself to bear with cheer- 
ful resignation the various trials she had aU 
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ready had. When Edith's letter from India 
confirmed Susan's apprehensions that Mr. 
Lethbridge would probably never return — 
never express a wish to renew his engage- 
ment with Clarissa again, she tried to re- 
vive hopes of happiness independent of 
him. But there was the difficulty. Cla- 
rissa never spoke of him, but Susan saw 
plainly that all her best feelings were so 
connected with, or rather excited by, her 
love for him, that she sometimes feared 
that she would never recover her health, 
and never learn even to hope for future 
happiness, unless she thought he would at 
some future time be persuaded to forgive 
her meanness and most culpable jealousy 
of Edith. Susan had tried to interest her 
rather successfully about the poor people 
she often visited, but the poor in the out- 
skirts of towns were, she knew, not so in- 
teresting to a person unaccustomed to visit 
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among them, as those in country yiUages, 
and therefore she was particularly anxious 
that Clarissa should spend some of her 
time at Freville Court, There had been 
various impediments to the fulfilment of 
this plan, except for a week now and then, 
as Mr. Freville had been obHged to attend 
a lawsuit, which had been pending in 
London, about a part of the property at 
the farther end of the county, so that they 
had lived very little at Freville Court since 
their son's death and Edith's departure. 

Lord Armington had acted towards the 
poor girl much better than any of her 
friends had expected, for although she was 
only eighteen when he married her mother, 
he had contrived that she should at once 
inherit the property of about £400 a year, 
which by law could not have been hers be- 
fore her mother's death ; so she was able to 
assist the Miss Warburtons in their chari- 
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table acts, and also add to their personal 
comforts. When she returned to what she 
liked to call her home with them at Sutton- 
fields, on hearing of the Mortons' arrival at 
Plymouth, they were somewhat disappoint- 
ed to see that she looked less well, and 
Peggy could not help expressing her regret 
that the change did not seem to have done 
her much good. 

"Oh, yes, it has, though — I am really 
better, but only — I know I have been most 
foohshly depressed by seeing how veryi Ur 
ferior I am to such multitudes. All the 
cottagers there are so wonderfully good 
and happy, they are like one large family, 
as if they were all nearly related to the 
Previlles. You said I should be more in- 
iierested in them than ever I have been 
with your dear old people here, and so I 
certainly was ; but then they are so very 
superior, so unselfish, possessing such an 
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extraordinary faculty of entering into the 
joys and sorrows of their neighbours, so 
contented to be poor, so impressed with 
behef in the Scripture words, ' Blessed are 
the poor,' so fuU of conviction that they will 
attain everlasting happiness, that it made 
me feel quite hopeless of ever imitating the 
example of such high virtue and goodness," 
said Clarissa, as the tears flowed down her 
cheeks, and she threw herself into Susan's 
arms. "I was obliged to confess that it 
convinced me more than anything else how 
impossible it would be for him— who — ^you 
know what I mean, though I have never 
mentioned him to you before." 

" I know, indeed," said Susan, *' but you 
must try to act more than to think, and you 
must learn that most difficult of all lessons 
to those who feel they have sinned and suffer- 
ed from real remorse — that there is a degree 
of self-indulgence in dwelling upon the hor- 

d2 
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rors of even our own past faults and failings, 
and precious time is thereby lost. You are 
aJlowing this grief to prey upon your health, 
and by that means you are incapacitated for 
usefulness to others. Now I am going to 
give you a very disagreeable piece of advice* 
I hear that Lady Armington is soon to be- 
come a mother, and I want you to offer to 
go to her, if she would like to have you. I 
think she would at this time, and I am sure 
her husband would wish you to be there. 
You know he always has, and perhaps that 
may be the chief reason why you have had 
a delicacy in agreeing to it. But you must 
not mind this— there, I see you will go." 

Their conversation was interrupted at 
that moment by the arrival of Mr. Freville's 
servant, who had ridden post-haste from 
Freville Court, to inform Miss Warburton of 
his daughter's mysterious disappearance, 
when their carriage was robbed by high- 
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waymen in Ripplesdale Forest. So Mr, 
iVeville had hastily written a few words in 
pencil to Miss Warburton, to beg that she 
would immediately send for Nurse Ayres, 
and ask her to search at Delamef e, for a re- 
port had reached his ears that suspicious 
characters were supposed to be concealed 
there, who might possibly be connected with 
the robbery. 

" You will know what I mean," he said ; 
*^and may consult Captain Boyer and Mr. 
Smith, and get as large a force as possible." 

•^ Send Miss Fairleigh's pony-carriage for 
Nurse Ayres to bring her directly here/' 
said Miss Warburton to the maid who 
waited at the door, after having brought 
Mr. Preville's servant into the room. 
^' Go quick. And now, Clarissa, read this 
note from Mr. Freville, and while I write 
to Captain Boyer, you must write a line to 
Mr. Smith, and Mr. Fr^lle's servant can 



take them both,'' she added, as she explain- 
ed where they lived. " Then order a chaise 
and four post-horses at the hotel, to be at 
this door in a quarter of an hour, or as 
soon afterwards- as possible." 

All this she said with the utmost com- 
posure, so that her nervous sister Peggy, 
who was sitting in the sunny warm window, 
being less well than usual that day, 
did not yet know what had happened. 
Clarissa saw her object, and without utter- 
ing any exclamation of surprise or horror, 
wrote the note to inform Mr. Smith of the 
sad event, and of Mr. Freville's suspicions, 
begging him to do all that was necessary, 
and come to Miss Warburton as soon as 
possible. When they had ridden off with 
the notes Susan then informed her sister, 
and showed her the important pencil note, 
and said to Clarissa, 

" You must take care of Peggy to-day. 
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for as soon as they are all ready I shall go 
with Nurse Ayres to Delamere." 

" Oh ! poor darling child," exclaimed 
Peggy, "so they really think she may 
have been taken there. Well, to be sure, 
what will happen next, and after losing her 
poor baby, too ! But I see you are doing 
everything you can think of, so I won't 
interrupt you any more with my lamenta- 
tion." 

Yes, Susan was writing some more notes, 
which she thought might be useful, while 
she made Clarissa collect provisions and 
restoratives in a basket ; and it was owing 
to the prompt energy with which she 
thought and acted that the well-armed ex- 
pedition was quickly organised which caus- 
ed the successful result before described. 



40 



CHAPTER IV. 

TTTHENColonel Morton's servant, James, 
^ • found that nothing was known in 
the neighbourhood of Ripplesdale of his 
lost mistress, he proceeded so quickly to 
London that he arrived at Lady Snow- 
berry's house in Berkeley Square by ten 
o'clock the next morning. But finding his 
master had gone to the City, he rode off 
there, without waiting to say anything to 
the servants of the alarming event which 
brought him to town ; and as soon as 
he had found Colonel Morton, they both 
immediately started direct for Minsterton, 
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according to tlie advice given by the ser- 
vant from Mr. Freville. 

When Lady Snowberry came down to 
breakfast, she was surprised to hear that 
Colonel Morton's servant had ridden up to 
the house half an hour before on a foam- 
ing horse, and on hearing where his mas- 
ter had gone, galloped off again as if on 
an affair of hfe and death, without saying 
a word. Lady Snowberry was, of course, 
much puzzled and alarmed at the intelli- 
gence, and her only hope of clearing up 
the mystery was that, as the Colonel's 
luggage was still in the house, he would 
probably return to fetch it before he left 
London 

But the niorning passed away, and 
neither the master nor Hs servant appear- 
ed. Her carriage had been ordered at the 
usual hour, and came to the door at three 
o'clock, yet she scarcely liked to leave the 
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house until sometliing had been heard of 
Colonel Morton, or the mysterious disap- 
pearance of his servant. Yet she had 
been up late the night before, and felt 
much in want of fresh air ; and it suddenly- 
occurred to her that she promised Mrs. 
Dalton to go and see a picture of her fine 
baby. The beautiful boy, who was heir to 
the vast estates of Delamere, had just been 
painted by the most celebrated artist of the 
day, and his mother was very proud both 
of him and the picture, and had invited all 
her friends to come and see it. Lady 
Snowberry thought she would just drive 
as far as St. James's Square, and fulfil her 
promise, and then return home to ascer- 
tain whether there was any news of Colonel 
Morton. 

Several visitors had already arrived 
when she was shown up to Mrs. Dalton's 
splendid drawing-rooms, and they were all 
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in raptures at the beauty of both the por- 
trait and the original. Lord Dullchurch 
was there, and having done his duty by 
praising what he afterwards called "the 
common-looking brat and its likeness," 
went and sat down by Miss Swindledrif t, 
or, as he himself called her, by the more 
familiar title of *' Missy." But in the 
midst of their apparently interesting con- 
versation Lady Snowberry was announced, 
and then, to the young lord's surprise, the 
beautiful girl did not seem to attend to 
him so much as she ought, for, after going 
up to shake hands with that lady, she stUl 
seemed to be attending to something that 
was said to Mrs. Dalton. He did not lis- 
ten to hear what it was, but he was sur- 
prised to see Missy turn deadly pale, and 
tremble violently. He asked her what 
was the matter, for she looked quite ill ; 
but she tried to turn it off, and began to 
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talk about the ball they were to attend tbe 
following evening, at his aunt's, the Duchess 
of D . 

An invitation to this ball had been the 
great ambition of Mrs. Dalton and her 
cousin since they came to London, and 
they were triumphantly looking forward 
to it with anxious delight — ^anxious, be- 
cause each in a different way was feeling 
imeasy, and vague misgivings now torment- 
ed them. 

Missy was much alarmed about the fate 
of Edith, although she had succeeded in 
making up a story to her cousin to account 
for her early visit to Lady Snowberry's 
bedside, in case the great lady should men- 
tion it to Mrs. Dalton. When she heard 
Lady Snowberry inform her cousin of the 
strange return of the servant who had 
accompanied Mrs. Morton on the journey 
which she well knew would be dangerous, 
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she trembled with, fear; and when she 
heard that lady inquiring of Mrs. Dalton 
what had frightened her so much as to 
cause Miss Swindledrif t to come to her 
bedside on the preceding day, and en- 
deavour to arrest their journey, she was 
utterly confounded. But she saw the 
necessity of keeping up appearances sa 
strongly that she tried to talk as much a& 
possible to the young peer, and to avert 
the suspicious gaze of Mrs. Dalton's eyes, 
which she felt were fixed upon her, with 
the full gleam of that lady's fiery expres- 
sion. 

"Yes, it will be a delightful ball," she 
continued to repeat — "quite a scene of 
enchantment, I am sure ; and I have got a 
most bewitching dress for it, from the great 
French milliner, Madame Mirafleur." 

"Hal yes — good. Sister Emma gets 
her toggery from her, I know — ^took me 
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to choose Iter Court dress — says I've good 
taste," 

" I hope you will like mine," said Missy. 
^' And it is— " 

Then she overheard Lady Snowberry 
say, 

" I suppose they must really have been 
stopped by highwaymen — don't you think 
so?" 

" Oh ! no, there are no highwaymen now- 
a-days," her cousin was just able to say ; 
but all her brilliant colour had forsaken 
her cheeks, and her voice trembled so 
much that even Lady Snowberry thought 
she must be ill, and looked inquiringly into 
her face. 

"I feel the heat very much to-day," 
Missy heard Mrs. Dalton say; while she 
scarcely heeded the compliments which the 

t 

yoimg man was making, nor his assurances 
that she possessed a sort of beauty that 
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would look well in any dress, and '* that 
she would adorn Madame Mirafleur's dress 
•more than — ^more than — " he was trying: to 
say something witty, but was so put out by 
her absent looks that he could not find the 
proper words. 

" What has happened ? — and how long 
win the intolerable suspense last? — and 
how long shall I have to look uncon- 
cerned ?" thought poor Missy, whose best 
feelings were aroused by her fears about 
the only person she had ever met with 
who excited her respect and admiration, 
perhaps even love. Yet her] worldly am- 
bition told her that it was all the more 
important to keep up appearances, what- 
ever had happened — at aU events, till she 
had secured some good parti. And she 
suddenly resumed her efforts to attend to 
Lord DuUchurch's silly remarks and con- 
versation. It would be too dreadful to 
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lose her position, and be obliged to enter 
service again. And during the next half 
hour she set herself so zealously to win 
Lord Dullchurch that she felt almost sure 
he would propose to her at the ball next 
evening. He was now talking of it, and 
described the beautiful garden at his aunt's 
house. " How all of it would be iUuminat- 
ed ; and the conservatory, you know, and 
the walks in the garden, where one can go 
after dancing, and sit in nice cool shades, 
you know, and retired comers, where 
nobody hears what you say, you know.'* 
And then he winked with a kind of 
twinkle, as much as to say, " One cannot 
really say what one means before aU these 
people, who are listening to us.*' This 
she knew was what his dull heavy eyes 
meant to express. 

At last the company aU dispersed, and 
Missy was left alone with her cousin. 
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Both were pale and trembling as they 
watched from different windows the last 
caiTiage drive off, and Missy dreaded to 
move, lest the explanation should be de- 
manded which she was now convinced 
had become inevitable. Fortunately, at 
that moment the boy began to cry, and he 
had to be jumped about and petted, and 
then carried off by the head nurse, for that 
magnificently dressed lady had declared 
her opinon that he was suffering from his 
teeth, and she should give him a dose of 
soothing syrup. She staggered so much 
as she left the room that Missy, who rather 
liked the child, was sure that she had been 
at her old tricks, and was quite drunk. 

She mentioned this to her cousin, as 
soon as the nurse was gone, and they heard 
her stumbling and muttering, as she went 
upstairs with the child in her arms, 

" Oh, stuff and nonsense," said Mrs, 
VOL. in. E 
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Dalton ; " they all do that, of course, but 
the wet nurse keeps tolerably sober, I 
suppose." 

'* You don't care a straw for that child," 
said Missy, who was rather glad to take 
hold of anything that would stave ofE what 
she dreaded most. Then she saw that 
her cousin was absorbed by some great 
dread, which, for the time, had the efEect of 
making her forget what Lady Snowberry 
had said about Miss/s visit to her bedside, 
so she left her to her own thoughts, and 
went off to take refuge, with her maid and 
her ball dresses. 
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CHAPTER V. 

TV i RS. DALTON and her cousin were to 
•^*-*- dine out that day, and go to the 
Opera. When the evening came, the 
handsome widow looked her best, and her 
dress and jewels were so splendid, that 
they seemed to win universal admiration. 
Consequently she seemed to have no time 
to speak much to Missy, who did not look 
so well as usual, for she was pale and had 
not rouged properly, which circumstance 
put Mrs. Dalton in better humour with the 
dependent, who Was sometimes an incon- 
venient rival. 

b2 
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The next morning they were both very 
late, and some friends came to luncheon 
with them, as soon as they were up. Then 
visitors called in the afternoon, and stayed 
till it was nearly time to dress for the din- 
ner party to which they were engaged,, 
before the Duchess's grand ball in the 
evening. So Missy got through the day 
well, and found herself, at eleven o'clock 
that night, dancing the first quadrille, at 
the long wished-for ball, with Lord Dull- 
church, and feeling quite sure that he 
would soon propose. But before the 
quadrille was over she saw a great stir at 
the farther end of the ball-room, and heard 
some one say, "Mrs. Dalton has fainted.'^ 
Then she looked, and seeing her cousin 
sink down on the ground screaming in 
hysterics, she of course rushed to her as- 
sistance. She found her crushing a paper 
tightly in her hand, which Missy contrived 
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to get from her, for she knew that her 
cousin had no presence of mind, and might 
possibly betray everything from sheer 
fright. She contrived to look at what was 
written, and then saw, in Mr. Raymond's 
writing : 

" AU is lost — ^but I must see you. Come 
at once, before I start for America." 

" I must take her home," said Missy to 
Lord Dullchurch, and the now insensible 
Mrs. Dalton was carried downstairs, and 
her carriage called. The servants had it 
already at the door, as they knew their lady 
was sent for. 

" Oh, for a few moments more," thought 
Missy/ who must have felt like Cinderella, 
when the gay dress was turning into rags. 

"Oh! dear Lord Dullchurch," she said, 
with an imploring look, as she followed her 
cousin into the carriage. 

But dear Lord Dullchurch had been so 
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put out hv aB tlos thai lie nerer made 
use of the few ndnuies iriiile he handed 
her dcywnstairs. whid she iras in hopes he 
nngfat, to '^pop the qnesdoiir'^ as her maid 
caDed it. 

Ladv Snowbory was driving i^ to the 
docH* just as Mrs. D^on was caiTied to 
her carriage : and she was smpvised to see 
a large crowd cdkcted on the paremenf^ 
among whom she descried Loard DoBchnrch, 
and some other gentlemen with whom she 
was acquaiQted. As soon as the odier 
carriage had driven oS^ Lad]r &iowberrjr's 
sncceeded iL and some of the gentlemen 
waited to hand her out. 

^ What has happened F* ^le eagerlj' in- 
quired. ^ And who was screaming 90 fear- 
fuIlTr 

m 

^ It was !&bs. Dakhon,"^ sod Cieneral Gnb- 
bings^ who offered lus arm to a^ist Lady 
Snowberrr up the steji^; and the oQier 
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gentlemen returned to the ball-room, when 
they saw the good lady, who gave excellent 
dinners, would be well taken care of. 

'' Mrs. Dalton fainted ? — ^weU, she is the 
last person I should ever have thought 
would faint — so strong and robust." 

"She has indeed," rejoined the gentle- 
man ; " and I assure you it was as much 
as Sir John Dinglethorpe could do to lift 
her from the ground, she is such a weight ; 
but my private opinion is, that she over-ate 
herself with oysters and other good things, 
when I met her at dinner to-day. I never 
saw such an eater !" And he touched his 
forehead with his hand, to indicate that 
she seemed to have relished the wines also. 

" Oh 1 no," said Lady fenowberry, who 
had gradually persuaded herself to think 
well of the rich widow. " Oh ! I am sure 
she could not." 

" Ah ! she is a friend of yours, I see," 
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said the somewhat bluff general. " I won- 
der what win come next ; but that young 
niece or cousin of hers, Miss Swindle- 
something, is a clever girl, and pretty, 
too ; and if I were forty years younger, I 
should fall in love with her." 

Wh^n they reached the baU-room, Lady 
Snowberry overheard several people com- 
menting upon the strange fainting fit of 
that strange lady, for Mrs. Dalton was 
almost unknown to the Duchess's set ; and 
there had been great curiosity evinced and 
inquiries made as to " who that handsome 
woman was with the splendid dress and 
magnificent diamonds." Some had main- 
tained it was the new Russian ambassador's 
wife ; while others, somewhat better in- 
formed, triumphantly maintained that she 
was an innkeeper's daughter, who had 
married a rich miser. 

" That's impossible," said others, indig- 
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nantly ; " the Duchess would never tolerate 
such a person." 

"Oh! it's her nephew's doing — ^he's 
making a fool of himself with that vulgar 
woman's niece — ^he's losing his senses about 
her." 

" Not much sense to lose, has he ?" asked 
another. 

Lady Snowberry became very much ex- 
cited when she heard all these remarks, 
for she felt conscious of having first intro- 
duced Lord Dullchurch to her; and in 
fact it was chiefly her own doing that Mrs. 
Dalton had been able to enter into a cer- 
tain portion of the exclusive set. And 
now the somewhat cold reception given 
her by the Duchess did not tend to put 
her in better humour ; nor did the words 
of that important personage, pronounced 
in her usual haughty tone, 

" Your friend, Mrs. Halton, or whatever 
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her name is, tliat Dullclmrch tormented me 
about, has fainted, and made the most 
ridiculous exposure of herself, and caused 
such a scene ! It was quite disgusting !" 

"I am very sorry," said the humbly 
penitent Lady Snowberry ; *' very sorry ; 
but really as a neighbour of my sister, and 
possessor of the finest old place in the 
county, I '\ 

" Oh ! my dear Lady Gwendoline, I am 
so delighted to see you !" said the Duchess, 
as her frowns suddenly changed to gracious 
smiles. She turned away from Lady Snow- 
berry, and without listening to the remain- 
der of what she was going to say, took 
refuge in her gladness to welcome the 
reigning beauty of the day. 

Lady Snowberry went on to the ball- 
room, under the disagreeable impression 
that this would be her last ball at the en- 
vied D House. She stayed on, as 
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was her wont, to very nearly the end, and, 
though feeling dead tired when she arrived 
at her own house, she ordered her carriage 
to be at the door at eleven o'clock the next 
morning ; for she was determined to drive 
to Mrs. Dalton, and see what had caused 
the provoking scene which had so sorely 
offended the great Duchess. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

T ADY SNOWBERRY was so mucli an- 
-*-• noyed about it that the few hours 
she allowed herself for sleep in her labori- 
ous pursuit of fashion were much disturbed, 
and her maid was extremely indignant at 
the prospect of being obliged to get up 
and be ready to dress her lady by ten 
o'clock, when she could not get to bed till 
six. " Only four hours' sleep !" she mut- 
tered, as she flounced out of the room, and 
the sound was echoed by her lady's more 
vibrating voice, declaring that **ladies'- 
maids were the most tiresome people in 
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the world, and there was no satisfying 
them." However, both the high and the 
low slaves of fashion contrived te rise, and 
the lady had finished her breakfast by the 
time the carriage came to the door. 

" Drive quick !" she called out, as she 
stepped into the carriage. So the coach- 
man, with his well-powdered wig, whipped 
his horses up Hay Hill, and down St. 
James's Street, at a furious pace, and soon 
reached Mrs. Dalton's house. "Say I 
must see Mrs. Dalton or Miss Swindle- 
drift," said she, when her two taU footmen 
had given a thundering knock at the door. 

" Mrs. Dalton is very iU, and cannot see 
any visitors, and so is Miss Swindledrift,'' 
was the porter's not over-civil answer. 

"But they would see me, I am sure. 
Send up my card, and say I must see one 
of them." 

The card was taken up, and Lady Snow- 
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berry looked anxiously into the hall, which 
she could see from her carriage, for she 
was struck with the odd appearance of 
several of the tall powdered footmen, who 
seemed to be either drunk or quarrelling, 
and remarked that the huge porter had sat 
down again in his comfortable chair, which 
was very impertinent of him to do, as long 
as a lady was waiting at the door. At last 
she descried the scarlet legs of a footman 
coming downstairs, and then he brought a 
message to her to say that " Miss would 
be glad if her ladyship could come at five 
o'clock, when she hoped to be well enough 
to see her ; but that Mrs. Dalton was very 
ill, and could not see anybody aU day, she 
was ^ure." 

Lady Snowberry felt very weary as she 
drove home, and the moye she thought of 
the scene last night, the more annoyed she 
felt. For there was her old rival, her 
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enemy, that odious Lady Pennywick, stand- 
ing by the Duchess when she received this 
awful set-down, and the creature laughed 
in triumph at her discomfiture — a woman, 
too, who has only now at last succeeded in 
pushing herself into the Duchess's set. Yes, 
Lady Pennywick laughed, and thought to 
herself, " Lady Snowberry will never be 
asked here again." 

When she reached home, she ordered 
the carriage for a quarter before five 
o'clock, and told the porter she would be 
at home to any visitor till that hour. She 
hoped that some men from the clubs would 
call, and then she might hear, perhaps, 
what had been said about the ball last 
night ; and now, though she longed to go 
to sleep, she would write to her sister, 
Mrs. Bevan, to tell her of the misfortune, 
and reproach her for having been somehow 
the means of her having made a disreput- 
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able acquaintance, because Delamere was 
in her neighbourhood. 

In the midst of her letter-writing, and 
at an unusually early hour in the after- 
noon, Lord Armington was announced. 

" The Earl of Armington," said the 
Groom of the Chambers, even more pom- 
pously than usual. 

"Ah!" said the peer, whose red face 
seemed beaming with joy, " it's true I was 
made an Earl yesterday, and my Countess 
has presented me with a young Viscount 
this morning. A very fine child, though 
as ugly as myself ; never thought a baby 
could be so like anybody." And he twisted 
his odd features into the most absurd Hke- 
ness of a baby crying, which, if Lady Snow- 
berry had possessed much turn for fun, 
would have put her into fits of laughter. 
But whatever sense of himiour she may have 
had was for the moment obliterated by 
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her annoyance about Mrs . Dalton ; so slie 
gravely expressed her congratulations on 
the two events. 

"Yes, made me an Earl, because, you 
know, great borough interest ; and now my 
estates are all cleared, Tm about the richest 
peer, and more than ever glad to have an 
heir. That young chap comes just right 
to cut out my scamp of a nephew. — Not on 
terms, you know." 

"Yes; very glad, Vm sure, and hope 
Lady Armington — ^is that your title still ? — 
is going on well." 

" Yes, I like the old name best, so the 
young chap is to be Viscount Dundledrum 
—old castle on the border, you know. Yes, 
and my lady going on well, and I got her 
daughter from Suttonfields. She's a good 
girl, travelled all night. I made the doctor 
write the day before. Very good girl, but 
looks thin — ^moped to death in the country, 
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I suppose. Would not come, though I 
tried before." 

" Yes, and I heard you had been very- 
kind to her. And now tell me whether 
you have heard anything of the strange 
scene at D House last night." 

" Heard of it !— I should think I had ! 
Why, there's nothing else talked of at the 
clubs and everywhere. But I suppose you 
have not heard the good news ? — ^was con- 
firmed by Miss Fairleigh, who gave us an ac- 
count of the wonderful escape of your friend, 
Mrs. Morton, from Delamere Court. Quite 
a romance— would be reckoned impossible, 
if put in a novel ; and that's chiefly why I 
came so early, besides my own happiness, 
to wish you joy of your friend, Mrs. Fre- 
ville's, good fortune. Old father alive — and 
it seems as if he never was married to that 
woman at all. Kept prisoner by her, 
though, in his own house ; was discovered 
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by liis grand-daughter, who rescued him, and 
he's now on good terms with her mother— 
his own daughter, you know. So your 
friend will have all the great Delamere pro- 
perty after all. But you look quite fright- 
ened ! — ^what is the matter ?" 

" It is — ^it is indeed most strange — quite 
bewildering ; but she was not Mrs. Dalton 
then, and why did she pretend to be his 
wifeF' 

"Formerly his mistress, perhaps; but 
don't know. Clever woman, and rogue of 
a father and lover — ^that Mr. Raymond, as 
she called him, a highwayman ; they sup- 
posed he helped her somehow, and they 
pretended Mr. Dalton was dead, and con- 
trived to forge a wiU. It is all a great 
puzzle yet, for some marriage must have 
taken place, for there was the special 
licence and a certificate of marriage all 
signed and regular, and afterwards they 
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went off to France for the honeymoon — 
came back after some months with a live 
baby, and a dead body in a coffin — ^not 
both together, you know ; and had a great 
funeral — buried at old church, and the old 
man's wiU found aU right, as we have 
heard, and left aU his property to his dear 
wife, Bosamond Dalton, and her child, Ed- 
ward Plantagenet Delamere Dalton. Re- 
member the names, 'cause so amusing ; and 
I do think that brat was uglier than mine.'' 

" Then what has become of Mrs. Dalton 
and her poor niece? — ^the girl who so 
oddly disturbed me, two or three days ago, 
by coming into my room in such anxiety, 
to stop Mrs. Morton from travelling that 
day, because of the banditti in Eipplesdale 
Forest?" 

" Did she ? Then she must have known 
of it beforehand, and wanted to save the 
poor creature/' 
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"Well, I did think it very odd; but 
what has become of them now? How 
very dreadful !" 

" The woman and her highwayman lover 
axe said to have escaped last night, directly 
after she came from the ball, with all her 
jewels and valuables, and a great sum of 
money. They seem to have got clear off, 
quick as a shot, to America." 

"But I called this morning at their 
house, and Miss Swindledrift sent down 
word if I would come at five o'clock she 
would be able to see me." 

" Very clever girl, that I Must have help- 
ed to keep off suspicion till the pair had got 
clear off. Constables went with warrants 
there at twelve o'clock, and searched all 
over the house, but couldn't find Mrs. Dal- 
ton, or the man called Eaymond ; but the 
constables had no warrant for the cousin, 
who stayed with the baby, but I suppose 
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they will proceed against her too/' 
" This is very dreadful indeed !" said 
Lady Snowberiy, who was becoming more 
painfully convinced that, after such an 
earposij the Duchess would never be recon- 
ciled to her again. " But do you know," 
she said, as a gleam of hope dawned on her 
mind, "I think it was Lady Armington 
who first introduced Lord DuUchurch to 
Mrs. Dalton ?" 

" What has that to do with it, eh ?" in- 
quired Lord Armington ; and then sudden- 
ly the right interpretation to her miserable 
looks occurred to him. " Ah ! I see," he 
added; "you had a tiff with the Duchess 
last night — ^heard something about that 
too. Never mind, cheer up ; only a nine- 
days' wonder! — ^people soon forget, you 
know." 

And the new Earl's face, which had pro-, 
bably been washed more than usually clean 
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with some glittering soap for the joyful 
occasion, shone so brightly that the reflec- 
tion of the damask furniture seemed to 
dance on his cheeks ; and the exuberance 
of his delight iQspired him with a really 
charitable wish that everybody else should 
be happy too. He then took leave of her, 
as he had several other old friends to call 
on, to whom he wished to announce his 
good fortune. 

As he was leaving the room, Lady Snow- 
berry remembered that she had intended to 
call at Mr. Dalton's house at five o'clock, 
so she asked Lord Armington's advice as 
to whether she had better go there or not, 
after all that had occurred. 

" Go, by all means. I tell you what, I'll 
gQ too, and I'll briag Miss Fairleigh. Yes, 
it will be great fun to hear her account of 
it all, and what she intends to do with the 
young heir, who was to be left under her 
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care, and I suppose she considers that lie 
must have a claiin to the property. In 
fact, unless they prove that old Dalton 
did not marry her, the brat must still be 
the heir some day, unless the old fellow 
has made a will to the contrary." 

" Quite so," said Lady Snowbei^, some- 
what relieved at the idea, although it 
would cut out her dear friend Mrs. FreviUe 
from the inheritance ; for the whole thing 
would appear less disgraceful to the world 
and the Duchess. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

TTTE left Edith sitting in great delight 
* ' by her grandfather's bedside, await- 
ing the arrival of her mother, who they 
hoped would reach Suttonfields that after- 
noon. If so, they would be able to come 
on in the evening ; and as she must pass 
Susan Warburton's house, it had been 
arranged by Susan that she would bring 
Clarissa with her. The old man seemed 
to be sleeping so peacefully that Edith be- 
gan to fear that the sudden entrance of 
anyone might disturb him, so she whis- 
pered to Nurse Ayres that they must be 
cautious how they came into the room. 
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Soon after the nurse had left the room 
to speak to some one downstairs about it, 
Edith heard the great bell at the gate ring, 
with the beautiful echoing sound which 
made such an impression on her as a child ; 
but she was now sorry to find that it had 
disturbed her grandfather, who started up 
and asked what was the matter, and where 
he was. 

"Here, dear grandfather, in your own 
beautiful bedroom ; and that is probably my 
dear mother, whom you have expressed a 
wish to see." 

" Ah, yes I I remember now. I thought 
I was in the cold vaulted prison again. I 
know it was a prison, though they kept 
saying I was in the state-bedroom. They 
almost kiUed me, though. I should like to 
feel my daughter, and receive her pardon 
before I die. I cannot live long, my child. 
I wish your mother would arrive, and I 
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wish to send for Mr. Smith the lawyer. "^ 
" Here she is," said Edith, springing up, 
and the next moment she was clasped in 
her mother's arms. The first meeting 
since her wedding-day, and all that had 
happened since then — ^her brother's death, 
the birth and loss of her child — all rush- 
ed into her mind, and made it seem that 
so many years must have passed. For a 
moment they both forgot everything else, 
but the poor old man's expectant murmur- 
ings soon reached their ears, and as a 
crowning joy to their meeting they hasten- 
ed to his bedside. His arms were stretch- 
ed out to embrace his daughter, and then 
he eagerly felt her features and kissed her 
cheeks. 

" They would not let me see you before 
I lost my sight, but it was all my fault — 
yes, quite my fault," he murmured. " I 
must atone for it. Where is the lawyer ? 
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Did I not ask your husband to send for 
one ?" 

"Oh, no," said Mrs. Preville, ''there is 
time enough for that — ^you muBt rest now 
and recover your strength — ^you will soon 
be quite well — won't he, nurse ?" she con- 
tinued, turning to the old dame. 

'' I hope so, mistress. I am sure- 
still " she was going to say some- 
thing else, but thought better of it, and 
left the room to look for Mr. Freville, who 
had waited downstairs to give some neces- 
sary directions while his wife ran upstairs. 

She was a wise old dame, and strongly 
suspected the poor old man could not live 
long, and so she told Mr. Preville ; but she 
could either not make him see the neces- 
sity of obeying the old man's wish to send 
for a lawyer that night, or Mr. Freville was 
reluctant to act upon it. So she pondered 
deeply, and then took upon herself to send 
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her Ben after Mr. Smith at Minsterton. 
" Better be on the safe side," she thought 
to herself, " for there's no knowing what 
tricks that woman, who says she's married 
to him, may not be after with her child ; and 
perhaps she may have the law on her side 
too !" 

She then hurried upstairs, to conduct 
Mr. Preville to the old gentleman's room, 
for she was sure he would lose his way 
among the numberless galleries and stair- 
cases of the intricate old house. As they 
approached the room, they heard Mr. Dal- 
ton expressing the delight he felt at his 
daughter's presence ; and his voice sounded 
so much stronger than it did in the mom- 
ing that Mr. Freville whispered to Nurse 
Ayres that he seemed much better, and 
hoped he would soon get quite strong and 
well. 

" I fear it's only the excitement, as my 
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dear old doctor sometimes called it.** 

However, he certainly looked better, 
too; and he inquired with great interest 
about Edith's marriage, and her life in 
India; but Nurse Ayres looked \measy, 
and at last said it was time for him to 
rest — ^that they must not talk to him any 
more, for it was getting very late, and he 
ought now to settle himself for the night 
and try to sleep. 

" Yes, jio," said Mrs. FreviUe, who was 
holding one of his hands in hers; while 
Edith, who sat on the other side of the 
bed, held the other. 

" But I don't like to part with you both 
yet," said the poor old man, as he tried 
to press their hands with his feeble touch. 

*' They will be in the next room, sir. 
I've had beds aired and made up in the 
two rooms on each side," said Nurse Ayres, 
who understood that the old man half 
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dreaded to fall into the hands of his jailors 
again. " And I, the old nurse, will sit by 
your bedside all night, and give you a little 
of this cordial, if you should wish it." 

He then submitted quietly to let them 
go, while he was more comfortably settled 
in his bed by the old nurse, and an hour 
afterwards they had the satisfaction of 
seeing that he was sleeping peacefully. 

" He must not be aroused now," whis- 
pered Nurse Ayres to Mrs.Freville. "Please, 
ma'am, sit here in my chair while I go and 
tell somebody to watch that no one may 
ring the great bell at the lodge. It awaked 
him before in a very daaigerous Mnd of 
way. 

It was fortunate that the old dame 
thought of this, for she arrived at the 
outer lodge only just in time to prevent two 
horsemen, who were riding up to the gate, 
from sounding the bell. She was in great 
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hopes it was Mr. Smith and the boy Ben, and 
was consequently somewhat disappointed to 
find that it was Captain Morton and his 
servant James. They had met with seve- 
ral delays on their way from London ; and 
Gaptain Morton was iq the ntmost anxiety 
to see his wife and her parents. Nnrse 
told him to be very cautious, as Mr. Dal- 
ton was IQ a most precarious state of 
health, and she feared that the revulsion 
caused by the joy of seeing his own family, 
and escaping from his cruel persecutors, 
might prove fatal. 

After stationing one of the men, who 
had been sent by Mrs. Bevan from her 
own village when she heard of the strange 
events, and knew that Nurse Ayres would 
want help or messengers, to take care that 
the bell should not be rung again that 
evening, she followed Captain Morton into 
the entrance-hall, and begged to have a 
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few minutes' conversation with him before 
he went upstairs. 

" Your lady is quite well now, so you 
need not be alarmed," she began by saying, 
as she saw that he dreaded some new mis- 
fortune ; " and it's only on something 
what's of great consequence I wish to 
speak." 

She then explained, in as few words as 
she could find, that, unless Mr. Dalton 
could make a deposition before some credi- 
• ble witnesses that he did not marry the 
woman who pretends to be his wife, and 
that he should declare he never left Dela- 
mere, and therefore could not possibly 
have gone to Snowville Baths, or have 
been married in Snowville Church, the 
woman's child would, in case of his death, 
inherit the fortune and estates in preference 
to his daughter. 

The poor old dame had found this out 
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some time before, when it was strongly 
suspected that Mr. Dalton's will was forged. 
She then heard that the lawyer declared it 
would be of no avail to upset the will, be- 
cause the son must inherit the bulk of the 
property, as heir-at-law. 

" Now, sir," she added, with an eager- 
ness which induced him to Ksten a few 
moments longer, although he was in the 
utmost anxiety to see his wife — *' now, sir, 
I have sent my boy Ben to Minsterton for 
Mr. Smith, but he, mayhap, was obliged to 
go to his own home on some unexpected 
business, so will you please to let me send 
your servant, on one of the horses you rode 
upon here, to Suttonfields? And I do 
think he ought to be here before the night 
is over." 

" Then you consider that Mr. Dalton is 
in a very dangerous state ?" 

" I does, indeed, sir ; and now take this 
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candle — as it's a mercy we found any — and 
go up the great staircase, then turn very 
softly to the right along the great gallery, 
and open quite quiet the third door — ^that's 
Mrs. Morton's room, but it's right against 
her grandfather's, so pray go softly, m 
follow as soon as I have given your servant 
directions." 

James did not much like to be sent off 
again, after riding incessantly for the last 
ten or twelve hours, but the old dame im- 
plored him so touchingly to be quick, for 
it was a matter of life and death, that he 
saddled his horse again, and set off in the 
direction she gave. 

" Well, I've a-done aU I can," thought 
the old dame, as she slowly mounted the 
great staircase, " 'cause they are right down 
babies, all the lot of 'em, as innocent as if 
they weren't a year old, letting all the old 
place, and a quarter of the coimty, slip 
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out o' their hands; and there's Captain 
Morton, too, what had been in foreign 
parts, and fighting for his country, and 
ought to know better, he was quite in a 
taking like, 'cause I stopped him a minute 
to listen to what's for his own good. It'& 
only Mr. Smith who knows what's what^ 
and he's likely to be as worrited as me, 
and will be likely to kiU hisself if he bean't 
in time, that he will ! There, Fm afraid 
they're disturbed him, atween all their 
talkings," she said, as she heard the sound 
of Toices in Mr. Dalton's room, on ap- 
proaching his door. She opened it softly, 
and then found that Mr. Dalton was ap- 
parently talking in his sleep — ^the others 
had come in from the adjoining room, 
thinking that he was calling them, and 
now stood round his bed ; he was repeat- 
ing oyer several times, 

"They took it away — I saw her do it 



WON AT LAST. 86 

when she thought I was asleep. She took 
the keys of the Indian cabinet from under 
my pillow, and she took out ijiy will and 
put another in its place — remember that, 
now ! I said nothing, because I thought 
she would murder me if I spoke. And 
then they took me down into a damp, 
miserable room, aU dark— dark ! Did 
they put out my eyes ? Oh ! God, forgive 
me for all my sins !" 

There was a pause, but they saw the old 
man's lips moving still, and he placed his 
hands together as if he were praying. 

"Who is there?" he said, after a few 
moments, as he extended his hand towards 
the spot where Mrs. Preville stood. " Who 
is it? — some one crying? Oh! it's my 
poor daughter !" he said, as he passed his 
hands over her face. "Don't cry; you 
will have all now ! I meant you should. 
I left you all when I f oimd out how shame- 
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fully they had cheated me, but they were 
too sharp, and I suppose they destroyed 
my will. And what did they try to do, tell 
me that, when they pretended I was dead ?" 

" The will that was found gave it all to 
your dear wife, Rosamond Dalton," said 
Mrs. Freville, "and her son has been con- 
sidered the heir." 

"Her son! — ^what son?" inquired the 
old man eagerly. 

Nurse Ayres interfered, for she saw that 
he was becoming very excited. 

" Please, sir, let me speak, and be quiet, 
for I knows you meant your daughter 
should have this place, and all ; but you 
must let Mr. Smith write it down for you 
to sign." 

" That I will. Write it— write it !" 

" Here's a pen, and write," said the dame 
to Captain Morton. " You please to put 
down what Mr. Dalton says." 
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'' Stay, stay," said Mrs. Prevflle ; " I wiU 
not allow Ilim to be troubled about this 
now. He must try to rest. You should 
not trouble him with this now," she said^ 
turning to Nurse Ayres. 

rm not a.troubling of him, Tm only 
trying to give him rest ; Tm sure he won't 
take it while this is on his mind." 

"Here, write it quick," he murmured. 
" I leave everything I possess to — ^to Mrs. 
Freville." 

Sho saw that he seemed to be sinking, 
and she tried to make him take some re- 
storative, but he could not swallow it. 
Then he tried to speak, and it seemed as 
if the words would not come ; at last he 
said, with apparent difficuliy, 

"I leave all to — ^my dear daughter, 
Selina Freville. God bless her !" 

Perhaps the old man thought that he 
had done all that was needful; and life 
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Was now ebbing yery fast, for when Nurse 
Ayres put the paper wliich Captain Morton 
had written at his dictation between his 
still clasped hands, they could not hold it^ 
nor the pen which she also tried to place 
between his fingers. 

"Pray do not disturb him," said Mrs. 
Preville. "My dearest father!" she con- 
tinued, as she kissed his forehead. It was 
quite cold, and his poor withered hands, 
which she pressed tighter within her own, 
had ceased to feeL 

The next minute Mr. Smith rushed into 
the room, and immediately divined the 
whole state of the case. He had come too 
late! 

Mrs. Freville and Edith remained for 
some time kneeling in prayer by the bed- 
side, after all the others had left the 
room. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A S it had been arranged with Lord 
-^^ Armington, Lady Snowbeny drove 
up to Mrs. Dalton's house in St. James's 
Square, punctually at five o'clock. She saw 
that his carriage was already waiting near, 
and the door was still held open, as if in 
expectation of her arrival, by a young girl. 
The impertinent porter, and the crowd of 
footmen who formerly appeared, were no 
longer there. The young girl was Missy's 
maid, and was now the only servant in the 
house. The agent who was acting for Mr. 
Freville had paid their wages and sent 
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them all off, but lie consented to allow 
Miss Swindledrift to remain, at her earnest 
entreaty, with the child and her maid, 
until she should be able to make some ar- 
rangement as to what it would be best to 
do. She had assured him that Mrs. FreviUe's 
daughter knew her well when she saw that 
the agent looked doubtful whether he 
ought to consent. She said, if he would 
let her stay till five o'clock. Lady Snow- 
berry had promised to come and see her, 
and she was sure that lady would say that 
her presence would do no harm. The man 
had some misgiving till Lord Armington 
came and brought his step-daughter, Miss 
Fairleigh ; and the latter seemed so kind 
to Miss Swindledrift that he felt there 
would be no danger in allowing them to 
stay for a few days. So he went down 
with one of his clerks to inspect the pantry, 
and to see that the plate, which seemed to 
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haye been left in great confusion by the 
drunken servants, was all safely put 
away. 

The little maid carefully closed the hall- 
door, and then showed Lady Snowberry up 
to the great drawing-room, where she 
found Lord Armington and Miss Fairleigh 
sitting near Missy. 

" How very, very kind of you to come !'* 
said Missy, who had the fat child in her 
arms, while the tears ran down her cheeks 
— *'very kind. And dear Miss Fairleigh 
— ^who would have thought she would come 
to see me in my-my misfortune ?" aiid 
poor Missy burst into sobs, while the fat 
child immediately began to imitate her ; so 
she was obliged to take it into the other 
room, and call her little maid to try to 
pacify it. 

" Could not they have allowed the nurse 
to remain with it ?' inquired Lady Snow- 
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berry, " Surely you will never be able to 
take charge of it." 

" Ah ! I hope to take better care of him 
than his nurses did. You hare no idea 
how neglected he has been since those fine- 
lady nurses came. If it hadn't been for 
the under-nurserymaid, who had no call to 
do anything but scrub the floor, the poor 
child would have been starved. But now, 
dear Lady Snowberry and kind Miss Fair- 
leigh, I hope you will both try to help me 
to find some employment. I could teach 
French, as Miss Fairleigh knows, and I am 
a good milliner and hair-dresser." Here 
she broke down, and the sobs recommenced 
as the recollection of her former lowly career 
was forced upon her. " And I could teach 
dancing," she added, "for, you know, it 
really has been admired. Only the other 
evening at " 

"Oh! don't remind me of that," said 



WON AT LAST. 93 

Lady Snowberry, "for it was a dreadful 
scene, and the Ducliess was so shocked; 
she will never forgive me for having intro- 
duced you both," 

" Ah ! I was afraid of that," said Missy, 
with a still greater flow of tears ; but here 
Clarissa interposed, and having heard from 
Lord Armington of poor Lady Snowberry's 
greatest grievance, tried to turn the con- 
versation, and said she was sure that some 
advantageous employment could easily be 
found ; " and for the present moment, if 
you have any of that exquisite embroidery 
you used to have such a wonderful turn 
for, I know some one who would pay a 
good deal for it." 

" Oh ! yes ; and how kind of you, dear 
Miss Fairleigh, to think of it ! I was just 
going to make up a white dress with it. I 
will run and get it, and only too glad to 
have it in a safe place, for I am very fond 
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of the poor work. I haye no jewels left, 
for, as my cousin, Mrs. Dalton, gave them 
all to me, I thought she had a right to 
take them with her. I also gave her all 
except two pounds, that I had in my 
purse." 

" It was a great shame to leave you so 
destitute, and with the child to take care 
of, too," said Lord Armington. 

** Oh 1 she did not care much about the 
poor child; and yet I shouldn't wonder 

if — if but perhaps I ought not to 

say." 

**Pray go on," said Lord Armington; 
" as we wish to be of use to you, it will be 
much better that you should be quite can- 
did." 

** That may be dijB&cult, for I should not 
wish to say anything to-to stand in her 
way, now she's in trouble, though I do 
confess I was ofttimes sorely aggravated 
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when she got that jealous. I was nearly 
speaking out to Mrs. Morton the last iiay 
before she went — next morning I was — 
but there was no opportunity." 

" What did you wish to teU her ?" in- 
quired Lord Armington, 

" I shouldn't like to say now, for I sup- 
pose it will be all right for her without my 
saying anything. But I know very well 
that my cousin would never have taken 
me about as she has in London, and dress- 
ed me fine and all, if she had not found 
out I knew more than she wished — ^that I 
knew what has now obliged her to fly the 
country." 

" You mean, I suppose, that Mr. Dalton 
was still alive when they pretended he had 
died, in order to make a forged will avail- 
able ?" 

"No, not that he was alive, but other facts 
.which would have been ill-convenient to be 
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known; and though I am but a gips/s child, 
I knew better how to behave among the 
quality, and was more successful in attain- 
ing a better accent, and could contrive to 
say more what would be the right thing to 
people ; so she found me of some use, 'cause 
old Mr. Dalton did not do as some gen- 
tlemen does, and has 'em educated before 
they marry them. He gave her no educa- 
tion at all, and so she was that nonplussed 
when she became a real lady, that she 
could not do without help. Oh, my ! there's 
the child screaming," she said, as violent 
screams were heard frem the room above ; 
" whatever can be the matter ? Poor little 
Annie 'U never be able to manage him — 
he's got so outrageous in his temper. Ex- 
cuse me for a minute." 

" I win go up with you," said Clarissa^ 
**for I am afraid that very little maid may 
have let him fall — she doesn't look strong 
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enough to manage such a great robust 
boy." 

" I am afraid not/' she said, as they went 
upstairs ; " but she is such a good little 
girl, and wouldn't leaye me, though I told 
her I should not be able to pay her any 
wages. She is a deal better than I was, 
Miss. Fairleigh, when I was in your ser- 
vice. To think that I should have left you 
because — well, I know how bad I was — 
that seems to be about as much as I've 
learned that's of any use since I became a 
great lady, and then sank into a menial 
again." 

Nothing had happened to the child, ex- 
cept that he did not like having been sent 
away from the drawing-room ; and poor 
little Annie had failed to pacify him, though 
she showed him a variety of playthings. 
He threw them in her face, and broke his 
best horse and cart in his fury. 
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Clarissa was not accastomed to children, 
and would, in the former days of her pros- 
perity, have shrunk from one who was nei- 
ther interesting nor beautiful ; but sorrow 
had so far developed many good qualities, 
and she tried to amuse it by showing 
some pretty vases of flowers and stuffed 
birds that happened to be near. 

" La, miss, to see you taking notice of a 
child at all — ^let alone one that's disgracing 
of himself and making such ugly faces ! 
Come, Master Plantagenet, try to behave 
and be as good as your name, which belong- 
ed to the great kings of England. There, 
that's right ; now, if he'll be good, he shall 
come down again to my lord and my lady. 
And, Annie, will you please to look for my 
silk embroidery, and bring it to the draw- 
ing-room ? — ^the pink and white roses that 
I worked on the straw-coloured silk.'" 

Master Plantagenet seemed to have 
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taken a great fancy to Clarissa, and she 
carried him triumphantly down, in spite of 
Missy's assertion that he was much too 
heavy for her to lift at all. 

Annie, with the embroidery, soon follow- 
ed, and Lady Snowberry was so enchanted 
with its beauty, that she begged to have 
enough for another dress. She would fur- 
nish the silk and other materials, and would 
gladly give from twenty to thirty guineas 
for the work. 

Missy was so grateful that she burst 
into another fit of crying, and very nearly 
set the child off, only Clarissa contrived 
dexterously to divert his attention to a 
mosaic brooch he had not yet seen. 

"You ought to get forty pounds for 
this," she said, " for the silk is so rich it 
must have cost a great deal." 

"Yes," interposed Lord Armington, 
'' and I will give you that sum at once, 
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if Miss Fairleigh will let me take it, for I 
want a wedding present for my cousin, who 
is going to be married soon, and I waa 
completely puzzled what to give ; and then 
you can do another for Miss Fairleigh, if 
she wishes to have one. I will just go 
down to speak to Mr. Freville's agent, for 
ho ought to put some proper person in 
the house who could cook and make things 
a little comfortable; and then I don't 
see why Miss Swindledrift need leave it 
until Mrs. Freville either comes to live 
here, or wishes to find a tenant or sell it — 
for I do not think either of them will like 
a London life." 

" That would be kind indeed, ''said Missy ; 
while she contrived to keep down her 
rising sobs ; and the idea flashed through 
her mind that perhaps Lord DuUchurch 
might come to see her, and then— 

With a certaiDly lightened heart she 
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wrapped up her embroideiy, as Lord Arm- 
ington wished to take it with him ; and he 
gave her a cheque for the £40. Lady 
Snowbeny promised to call the next day, 
and bring the materials for the embroidery. 

"I will also come," said Clarissa, "if I 
find mamma can spare me." 

"Oh! do then, miss, for it does one's 
heart good to see your kind face; but 
jouVe suffered very much, I fear — ^you're 
not half the size you were," said Missy, as 
she went downstairs with her visitors to 
open the door for them, and see that their 
•carriages were there. 

Lord Armington was going to his club, 
.so Lady Snowberry begged Clarissa to 
come in hers as far " as her mother's house 
in Grosvenor Square, and they could have 
a little chat together during the drive." 
As Lady Snowberry contrived to talk a 
^eat deal without saying much, and Cla- 
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rissa was stiU in low spirits, and had not 
yet acquired the priceless art of makings 
herself agreeable to others without feeling 
happy herself the words they uttered are- 
not worth putting down. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

rriHE preparations for Mr. Dalton's fune- 
-*- ral were proceeding at Delamere Hall. 
He was to be buried in the family vault at 
the Mere Church, which was within the 
park, in the same vaults where his supposed 
remains had been placed in great state 
nearly a year before. As soon as it was 
known that he still lived, Mr. Smith had 
caused the coffin which had been brought 
from Normandy to be taken up, and, when 
they found it to be filled with stones, that 
energetic lawyer reproached himself strong- 
ly for not having been suspicious enough 
to cause it to be opened before it was 
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buried ; and now, since he liad arrived too 
late to make a new will, or even take down 
a declaration from the poor old man that 
he was not married, and had never left 
Delamere Hall for many years, his annoy- 
ance was extreme. He felt this all the 
more because he met with so little sym- 
pathy from the members of the family 
themselves, for he was quite provoked to 
find that both the Frevilles, and more 
particularly their daughter, Mrs. Morton, 
seemed to feel more acutely the old man's 
death than anything else. He gave vent 
to his feelings, however, to Susan War- 
burton, who fully sympathised with his 
fears and misgivings about the conse- 
quences of his having been too late to 
enable Mr. Dalton to make a will ; and the 
difficulty that might arise in proving legaUy 
that he did not marry the woman who 
still calls herself Mrs. Dalton. 
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" The only hope is," said he, " that she 
and her highwayman-lover may be too 
frightened to pursue any steps to claim 
the inheritance for their child; and yet 
sometimes a strong party arises in favour 
of an impostor ; and when their infamous 
conduct may be partly forgotten, a strong 
set may be made in favour of what they 
wiU caU the innocent heir." 

"But surely it may come out at the 
trial of those thieves who were found at 
Delamere, and were evidently in league 
with the highwayman they call Raymond ; 
surely they could be made to confess that 
Mr. Dalton never left Delamere, and there- 
fore could not have married the girl." 

"Not so easy; for perhaps no one except 
the deaf and dumb woman may really have 
known of it." 

"But she will surely be examined?" 

"Yes; but it is possible she may not 
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have been attending upon him on the very 
day they say he married the woman at 
Snowville." 

"Ah! I see; however, we don't know 
where the chief culprits are yet, and I hope 
it will be a long time before they feel them- 
selves safe enough to claim any inheritance 
for the boy." 

" They need not appear in it themselves 
— ^that would make no difference. In my 
opinion, nothing can save the Previlles 
from being turned out of the property, at 
some future time, but the positive discovery 
of the extraordinarily clever trick which 
enabled the woman to marry a man 
legally when he was actually not present." 

"Certainly; and he told Mrs. Morton 
this. But I suppose her evidence would 
not avail ?" 

" No, because she is the person most in- 
terested." 
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" Tf the old will should turn up, by which 
he bequeathed the property to his daugh- 
ter, would it be of any use ?'' 

" I fear that it is not likely ; and yet we 
have four witnesses to prove that Mr. Dal- 
ton saw his will taken out and changed for 
another ; and Nurse Ayres can prove that 
she saw this done from her hiding-place in 
the gallery with Mrs. Morton. She could 
prove that the will by which they first 
claimed it was a forgery, but it would not 
affect the child's claim to inherit if no 
other will be forthcoming, unless Mr. Dal- 
ton's marriage can be shown never to have 
taken place." 

" Have you spoken on this subject to 
the Frevilles ?" 

" What would be the use of it? They 
are so strongly absorbed in their sorrow 
for an old man who, till the last two days 
of his life, never did them anything but 
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harm ; and, as for Mrs. Morton, she takes 
it to heart just as if he had always been 
the kindest and best of grandfathers." 

" That is natural, for she has always had 
astrong, mysterious yearning towards him— 
or, rather, the idea of him; and her delight 
at having found him was so great that his 
sudden death must have been doubly pain- 
ful to her." 

" I suppose so," said Mr. Smith, with a 
shrug of his shoulders; for he possessed 
the kind of positive, or, rather, hard mind 
which is unable to comprehend two sides 
of a question, and still more to take any 
interest on the side it has not chosen. It is 
all the better, probably, that some lawyers 
should be of this stamp, for it must make 
them act with a less divided energy than 
persons who have larger minds or more 
divided sympathies. 

The Frevilles, with Edith and her hus- 
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band, had established themselves in the 
least dilapidated part of the vast house, 
and the needful repairs and restorations 
were to begin as soon as Mr. Dalton's 
funeral had taken place. 

Edith mourned deeply for her old grand- 
father, yet the apparent harmony and 
peace of his last prayerful moments made 
the recollection of him almost like a happy 
yet melancholy dream ; and gradually her 
natural delight at wandering over the pic- 
ture-galleries, and through rooms with 
beautifully carved ceilings and painted 
glass windows, served to distract her from 
her grief. She was often foUowed at a 
respectful distance in these wanderings by 
Nelly, who was never tired of admiring 
and expatiating upon the different objects, 
and finding likenesses to her young lady 
and Mrs. Freville among the old family 
pictures. One of the Lady Delameres, 
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painted by Vandyck, liad a baby in her 
arms, which the enthusiastic Irishwoman 
regarded with peculiar veneration. The 
lady had a stiff ruff round her throat, and 
wore a black velvet dress, and the baby 
had the same mark on its little forehead as 
Edith's lost child. 

Edith had remarked the likeness too, and 
often went, when quite alone, to gaze on 
its lovely face, till she fancied it smiled 
a^nd extended its little arms towards her, 
^nd the beautiful mother seemed to look 
on her with a kind of stately benignity 
that filled her with melancholy pleasure. 

There was a room high up in one of the 
oldest towers, which had been used as a 
chapel in the days of the priests' persecution, 
and from which there were three different 
ways of escape in case of surprise ; and 
Nelly was so delighted with the splendid 
view its three large windows afforded, 
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and her veneration for its former holy use 
was so great, that she used to run up there, 
at most of her leisure moments, to pray for 
her lady's lost babe, and for the soul of the 
poor dead man whose last moments she 
had witnessed, and for whom she felt no- 
thing but interest ; indeed she had heard 
little concerning him except through the 
partial medium of her mistress, who liked 
to talk to her about him. 

On the morning he was to be buried her 
prayers up in the old chapel were longer 
than usual, and as she rose from the corner 
where she found the altar had been placed, 
flhecould see from the windowthe procession 
advancing along the road. She watched it 
with the keen criticizing interest felt by the 
Irish peasantry for funerals, and saw the 
melancholy cortege pass through the outer 
lodge and over the bridge. Then she heard 
the echoing sound as it passed under the 
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great gateway and into the outer court- 
yard. It was time for her to go down, for 
she as well as the other servants were to 
accompany Mr. and Mrs. Freville and the 
other members of the family to the church, 
so of course she would not lose the last 
lugubrious sight of the coffin, as it was 
borne down the grand staircase and through 
the marble hall on its way to the coach. 

" It would have been grander in Ireland 
for such a family," she afterwards said, "let 
alone there were no wails ; and saving his 
own family, I didn't see a tear fall nor heard 
so much as a moan." 

Perhaps, to make up for this deficiency, 
and because she knew her own lady was 
sorrowing sorely, she wept aloud and wrung 
her hands as the procession moved slowly 
along the road. Susan Warburton walked 
near Edith and her mother, for as an old 
friend and early companion of Mr. Dalton's 
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beautiful young wife, one of the last of the 
Delameres, she wished to pay this tribute 
of respect to the old family. 

Mere church was an old building with 
a square Norman tower, possessing also 
some large tracery windows of a much later 
period. It contained some fine monument- 
al brasses of the Delameres, and Crusaders 
with their legs crossed, lying on the low 
stone tombs ; moreover other monuments, 
down to the later days of Elizabeth's reign. 
One or two of the latter period were of 
coloured alabaster, the parents kneeling in 
the quaint dress of the day, with a row of 
sons on one side and daughters on the 
other, while their various coats and arms 
were emblazoned on the carved slabs below. 
Nelly was much interested in all the variety 
of tombs, and after the funeral was over 
gazed on them with delight, and tried to 
read the inscriptions on them all. 

VOL. in, I 
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One great comfort slie derived from the 
inspection was to see that they had all 
large families, and she felt great hopes she 
should live to see plenty of little ones to 
replace in some measure the lost child. 

" And sure the mistress will have a 
grand monument, and if we never get our 
darling again in this world, the mistress 
must have a fine statue of herself, with that 
first-bom darling in her arms, while the 
others may kneel on each side of her ; and 
master — ^justlike these. Oh ! that'U be fine 
and illigant entirely !" 

Susan Warburton had remained also in 
the church when the others returned to the 
HaU, and she was interested to mark the 
effect produced on the good Irishwoman's 
speaking countenance. She also helped 
her to read some of the ancient names and 
dates, and delighted her by showing the 
figure of the beautiful Lady Delamere, 
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wtose painting, by Vandyck, resembled 
Edith ; and near it was the monument o£ 
tbe very same baby as Countess of "Winter- 
ton, surrounded by lier children, the 
youngest of whom Nelly declared "was 
the very moral of Mrs. Morton's lost one." 

" It is rather like Mrs. Morton herself," 
said Susan, " only much prettier, for your 
dear mistress is not beautiful." 

"Not beautiful!" said the indignant 
Nelly. " Sure and she's much more than 
beautiful ! If you'd seen her blessed face 
the day before her child was born, when 
she slept while the towns were burning, 
and the battles were raging, and shots 
fired, and shrieks heard far and near, and 
she looking, in her blissful sleep, as if she 
was in the highest heavens, you would 
have said she was a deal more than beauti- 
ful. 'Twas heaven itself shone in her 
face." 

i2 
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"I can quite fancy that," said Susan, 
who was moved to tears by Nelly's enthusi- 
astic excitement. 

'' And, the blessed lamb, how she's borne 
all her trials, and the disappointments we 
had over and over again about the baby j 
and now, when I made sure there would be 
a letter from Lady Elmore to say she'd 
found it, there's none at all, at all." 

"Scarcely time yet. Why, you have 
not landed in England much more than a 
fortnight, and you know the ship that 
might have brought letters, and which left 
Calcutta a month after you did, has been 
wrecked on the coast of Spain." 

" Ah ! then, more's the pity. They told 
me so yesterday, and that every mother's 
soul of them was drownded." 
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CHAPTER X. 

ON their return to Delamere Hall, after 
Mr. Dalton's funeral, Mrs, Freville 
and her daughter found that the post had 
arrived, and brought letters from India^ 
forwarded from Freville Court. There was 
a long one from Lady Elmore, chiefly about 
her favourite Mr. Lethbridge, whose strange 
conduct was causing her the greatest sor- 
row. She had been pursuing her plan of 
trying to force him into society, and mak- 
ing him acquainted with all the prettiest 
and nicest young ladies that the highest 
circles in Calcutta could produce. 

" Two of them were quite perfection, my 
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dear child, but I found it utterly hopeless. 
Sometimes, to please me, he would sing 
duets with Clarinda Devereux, and talk a 
little to her, with that fascinating voice 
and manner that make all people of good 
taste fall in love wth him; and he even 
complied with my request one night at our 
house, and waltzed with Julia Manners; 
and now all I have gained for my pains is 
that both girls are so smitten with him 
that they will probably refuse excellent 
matches, and mar their own fortunes in 
consequence ; for his dislike of society has 
become so intense that he will now only 
come to see me when we are quite alone. 
And, my dear, what do you think he is 
going to do ? He says it is now useless 
for him to remain in the army, for there is 
so little prospect of active service, so he is 
going off to some unknown regions — quite 
among the backwoods of America, I be- 
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lieve — ^for he seems to have some kind of 
hope that a hard life of toil may help to 
distract, or rather, as he calls it, harmonize 
his mind, and perhaps this may interest 
him to try to make money for his elder 
brother, to whom the old family place will 
come. He seems very fond of that place, 
and of his sister, but she is well married^ 
he says, and don't want him. He does 
not mean to write to anybody, and will 
not even let his family know where he is 
going, I have in vain tried, by every 
argument I could think of, to shake this 
foolish determination. Such a man to be 
thus lost to the world, all on account of 

your provoking and most infamous and 

« 

heartless, wicked friend, the girl who en- 
gaged herself to him only to break his 
heart by her culpable conduct. I never 
heard of such a shameful case, and I only 
hope to hear that she is pining to deaths 
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as she well deserves. He has discharged 
his servant, sold his horse, and, what is 
worst of all, his commission, and I found 
out that he is going to send the produce 
of the latter to his eldest brother. You 
may imagine how all this annoys me, for I 
really never cared so much for any young 
man in my life before, not excepting, even. 
Sir Stephen — ^no, never, except my poor 
son Robert, who, you know, I always said 
resembled Mr. Lethbridge ; and to think 
he's going to throw himseK away in that 
foolish manner makes my blood boil with 
indignation." 

The rest of the letter was aU in the 
same strain (for the good lady was given 
to repetition of the same sentiment, with 
the words only altered), except towards 
the end, where she related some of the 
fruitless searches she had caused to be 
made for Edith's child. The letter was dated 
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the 14tli of January, but it had been open- 
ed a few days later, in order to add a short 
postscript. 

" Luckily the mail-ship has been delayed 
for a few days, for I have just had a visit 
from Captain Ogilvy, who has been absent 
for the last week, and he tells me that, as 
he passed near the quay when the ship 
Ainadne sailed, he fancied he saw among 
the people on board the old Indian woman, 
with a fine child in her arms, which he 
thought might possibly be your lost dar- 
ling. I fervently hope it is, so look out 
with all your eyes and ears for the arrival 
of the Ariadne, and make strict inquiries 
whether a woman and child answering 
this description are on board. He thinks 
the ship was going a long round ; it may 
probably not reach England before you 
get this letter." 

The Ariadne — the very ship they were 
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reading about in the paper only two days 
ago — ^that was wrecked off the coast of 
Spain ! 

Poor Edith and her husband now felt 
that their last chance of ever seeing their 
darling baby again was gone ; but Mrs. 
Freville tried to console them with the 
suggestion that, as Mr. Ogilvy had never 
seen either the Indian woman who nursed 
their baby or the child itself, it was quite 
impossible he could distinguish that parti- 
cular woman and child from hundreds of 
others, who were constantly being sent 
home from India by their parents and 
guardians with Indian nurses. 

Captain Morton was obliged to acknow- 
ledge that this was the case, and reminded 
Edith that they had often witnessed the 
departure of ships before they left Calcutta, 
and remembered the number of children 
and nurses among the passengers. But 
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Mrs. Freville saw that her daughter was 
gradually giving way to despair — ^that she 
was losing all hope of ever seeing the child 
again ; therefore, she endeavoured to dis- 
tract her mind from these painful thoughts 
by engaging her interest in the improve- 
ments and repairs which were now to be 
made at the place. She reminded her of 
the strange fascination the old house had 
always exercised over her mind from ear- 
liest days, and impressed upon her that 
she ought now gratefully to enjoy the 
sight of the renovation. 

The next day workmen came in, and 
repairs were begun in the wing farthest 
from the part that was inhabited ; and as 
soon as that should be finished, they would 
move into it, and thus gradually have it 
all done under their own eyes, without in- 
convenience, superintending all the details 
themselves. 
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It was a most interesting operation ; and 
G^tsdn Morton was glad to find that liia 
wife graduaUy improTed in healtii and 
spirits. He and Mr. PreviHe were busily 
occupied in carrjring on improTements in 
the land, building schools, and repairing 
and building the cottages in several vil- 
lages on the vast estate. Susan Warbur- 
ton often came over from Suttonfields on 
the days when her sister was a little 
better, as Clarissa was still with her 
mother, and she had no one but the maid 
to leave with her. She read Lady Elmore's 
account of Charles Lethbridge with much 
painful interest, for she had never giyen 
up the hope that some day they might be 
reconciled. At first she thought of writing 
to him, and giving an account of Clarissa's 
state ; but Edith reminded her that he 
would certainly be gone before her letter 
could reach Calcutta. 




WON AT LAST. 125 

" But should I not send a part of Lady 
Elmore's letter to Clarissa ? It might con- 
sole her to see that he is so constant to her 
memory." 

"Yes, I think we might copy a few- 
words of the letter/' said Edith ; " but will 
it not increase her self-reproach most 
painfully when she knows that she was 
the cause of his strange determination to 
give up everything, and desert completely 
all his relations and friends ?" 

"Yes, she had better not know that, 
perhaps. On reflection, I will write nothing 
of it. She will probably come here for a 
short time, to see us, when the Arming- 
tons leave London, for it would not be 
, much out of her way to Dundledrum 
Castle, where I find they have persuaded 
her to go with them — a sad loss to us,'^ 
continued Susan; "but still we ought to 
be glad that she finds her mother's house 
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far pleasanter than slie anticipated; and 
she seems to take great interest in her 
little brother. This wiQ be a great ad- 
vantage to her." 

"Lord Armington has sold Frampton 
Oourt, has he not ?" inquired Edith. 

" Yes ; and I hear that some very pleas- 
ant people have bought it — ^friends also of 
Lady Snowbery and of Mrs. Bevan, which 
will be a great advantage for the latter." 

" I had not heard this from Lady Snow- 
berry," said Edith. '' Who are they ?" 

"Lord and Lady De Coniston, whose 
family name is Frampton. He has just 
married a sister of Lord DuUchurch, as 
beautiful and agreeable as her brother is, 
from all we hear, the reverse. You re- 
member some of the funny anecdotes of 
his stupidity which Miss Fairleigh has 
^iven us in her letters this season ?" 

" And have they no place of their own ?" 
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" Yes ; but it has become so encroached 
upon by one of the great manufacturing 
towns, and they are so fond of a perfectly 
country life, that they have come with the 
intention of remaining here most part of 
the year. They seem a very interesting 
young couple; and Lady De Coniston is 
the only person who seems to have much 
influence over, or to care for, Lord DuU- 
church. Miss Fairleigh said his great 
referee on all occasions was "my sister 
Emma;" and he is quite put out by her 
deserting him (as he calls it) to be mar- 
ried. Lord De Coniston was Hharried be- 
fore to a cousin of Lord Armington's, who 
died at the birth of her first child. It sur- 
vived, and is a most picturesque little 
creature, nearly five years old, with long 
golden ringlets." 

"But did not poor Clarissa regret the 
sale of Frampton Court very much ?" 
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" At first she did ; but then she remem- 
bered that her father had never quite liked 
it, for there was no family association con- 
nected with it ; and he would much have 
preferred, if her mother would have con- 
sented, to restore the poor dilapidated old 
manor, now a farm-house, on his own little 
diminished estate in Devonshire." 

"I too remember, when we were acquaint- 
ed with them all, in our youth," added 
Susan, while tears started to her eyes. " I 
remember he said one day that he would 
rather live in the smallest cottage, if his 
ancestors had dwelt there, than in a palace 
if it were unhallowed by any family ties ; 
he longed for the spiritual presence, as he 
called it, of his ancestors. If they were 
good people, and had lived and suffered and 
prayed in a place, they must have left a 
kind of hallowed and protecting atmo- 
sphere to their descendants." 
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" Then these Framptons, I suppose, were 
originally connected with it ?" 

" So it is said by some, but others declare 
that it never belonged to them, but to a 
different family of that name. The attrac- 
tion to these people was that it bore their 
name." 

*'But part of the house is very old, I 
think, and it seemed to have had a nice 
front ; and I often find myself wondering 
who and what the people were who lived 
there in past centuries, for you know how 
strongly my imagination lives in the past.'* 

" I know it does, and therefore I am so 
particularly glad that you have got your 
idol, Delainere Hall, at last." 

" I hope it is not my idol, though," said 
Edith, " or I should deserve to lose it." 

" Oh, no, darling, I don't mean that ; on 
the contrary, I am so glad that the strong 
affection you have always had for it is 
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helping you to bear your severe trial — the 
sad uncertainty of your child's fate — ^with 
cheerfulness." 

'' I hope so," said Edith, " but T think 
that uncertainty is more wearing than posi- 
tive loss. I so often think the poor dar- 
ling is ill-treated, fallen among people who 
do not care for her, separated perhaps from 
the dear old Indian nurse — ^for she had no 
money — perhaps devoured by wild beasts 
in one of the forests." 

" Yes, but remember, only one of these 

fatal endings can occur. You probably 
see your darling starved to death one day, 
dying from ill-usage another day, or, while 
you lie awake at night, devoured by beasts 
another. Now remember, it may easily 
happen that she is well, and well taken care 
of, and some day there will be a romantic 
meeting ; you will know her by the mark, 
while she will possess the little fellow-shoe 
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to the one Nelly found, and the little frock 
she wore with the rose pattern on it, of 
which you have a piece. Years may pass 
away," continued Susan, on seeing the look 
of sudden hope on Edith's face — "years 
and years, and you may find her grown up 
to a tall girl, and be struck with the like- 
ness to Captain Morton, and your father or 
mother, and you will see your own loving 
eyes in her face ; then you will lift the 
hair from her wide forehead, and discover 
the Delamere mark. Think of this possi- 
bility, and delight your imagination with 
it, instead of always imagining horrors and 
fatal endings to her life." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

CLARISSA FAIRLBIGH often went to 
see her former maid Missy, and was 
glad to find that she bore her reverse of 
fortune, and her consequent expulsion 
from the great world, with more resigna- 
tion than she expected. 

The fact was. Missy had a good portion 
of common sense, and although extremely 
ambitious, and fond of show and grandeur, 
she was wise enough to make the best of 
her position. She felt indeed most proyok- 
ed at having so nearly missed a marriage 
with a rich peer, and in the first few days 
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after the catastroplie she cast about in her 
mind whether she had still any chance. 
But how was she to see him at all, as of 
course she would not be invited to any 
more parties ? She might certainly meet 
him in t}ie street, for she knew exactly 
which were the clubs he frequented ; but 
she had sufl&cient pride, or perhaps innate 
delicacy of feeling, to shrink from forcing 
herself upon his notice. And soon after- 
wards she became interested in a certain 
fashionable hairdresser, who used to come 
and dress Mrs. Dalton's hair on state occa- 
sions, and also the pretty cousin, Missy's ; 
and when he had seen her beautifully attired 
for the great balls to which she accompani- 
ed the widow, she made a profound impres- 
sion on his susceptible heart. 

But as she was apparently in a position 
so far above his, he never ventured to 
express the admiration he felt, still less 
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love. But now, when she was deserted by 
her rich acquaintances, he ventured to nour- 
ish some sKght hopes that she might be in- 
duced to grace his shop in Bond Street 
with her beautiful presence. Having as- 
certained that she sold embroidery, he ven- 
tured one afternoon to call and ask to see 
her. She was glad to see him, for she had 
always admired his handsome face and 
pleasant address, and now she found, on 
conversing with him, that there was much 
more in him than in several of the young 
men who had made up to her ; and when 
she contrasted his looks and conversation 
with Lord Dullchurch's ugliness and stu- 
pidity, she felt almost convinced that he 
would make her happier than any other she 
had known, and she should probably be 
looked up to by the hairdresser's friends 
and relations, while those of Lord Dull- 
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chiircli would, she well knew, treat her 
with the utmost contempt. 

The descent from a peer to a hairdresser 
was certainly precipitous, but when she 
compared the two naen in her mind she 
could not help confessing that Mr. Frisette 
had the advantage both in point of appear- 
ance and intellect ; and after giving a pro- 
found sigh of farewell to her visions of 
wealth and grandeur, she resolved to accept 
Frisette, if he would consent to adopt Mas- 
ter Plantagenet, and have him properly 
educated. 

This was rather a startling condition to 
the enthusiastic hairdresser; he had soon 
discovered that the child was most unruly 
and difficult to manage, for poor little 
Annie's face and arms bore testimony to the 
thumps and scratches that young gentleman 
inflicted, and his vigorous fist had given 
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Missy a black eye when lie called one morn- 
ing. Still lie acknowledged to himself that 
the beautiful girl deserved great credit for 
having taken charge of the child, and he felt 
he ought not to refuse. But his lively im- 
agination conjured up visions of the mis- 
chievous child rioting among his precious 
scent-bottles and the dainty toilette orna- 
ments in his shop, or climbing up among 
the elaborately dressed wigs which adorned 
the heads of the ever-blooming ladies and 
gentlemen in his window. But then he saw 
a look of anxious suspense in Missy's fine 
dark eyes which obliterated the disagreea- 
ble vision; he gave a hearty consent to 
her proposal, and promised to be a real 
father to the deserted child. Clarissa was 
much pleased with this engagement, for Mr. 
Frisette bore a very high character ; his 
perfumery shop was one of the most popu- 
lar and best conducted in London, and when 
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she announced it to her mother and Lord 
Armington, he declared it was a capital 
match, and said he always thought the girl 
had some sense in her head. 

" 111 give them a wedding-breakfast," he 
said, with great glee, " and we'll go to the 
marriage. I am sure the Countess would 
like to attend," he added, with ia look of 
good-natured determination, which had 
always the effect of making her do as he 
wished. 

Clarissa had observed this, and never 
ceased wondering how such a rough kind 
of man as Lord Armington should have 
obtained greater influence over her mother 
than her own dear intellectual and most 
charming father. 

The Countess was in many respects 
greatly improved, Clarissa thought: she 
seemed now really to like having her 
daughter with her, and often consulted her 



138 WON AT LAST. 

on various subjects ; but Clarissa forgot 
tliat she herself was quite a different 
person, and through sorrow and suffering 
had acquired, in a great measure, the difl&- 
cult art of Uving for others, and consulting 
their wishes or convenience rather than her 
own. So the Countess found her a very 
pleasant companion, and she was soon able 
to carry about the precious Viscount Dun- 
dledrum, and even pacify him in a crying 
fit. But poor Clarissa had some difl&- 
culty in attaining this use'ful art, for he 
was not an attractive baby, and at first the 
child's ugliness had repelled her. But there 
was something in the infantine helpless- 
ness, and in the little piteous face he made 
up when he cried, that gradually melted 
her heart and excited her better feelings. 
So she made a great effort one day, when 
the grand head-nurse expressed her some- 
what indignant surprise that she took so 
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little notice of the young Viscount, and 
humbly asked whether it would be safe to 
taJce hixn in her arms. 

" To be sure, miss ; I suppose you're like 
my Lady Clementina, who thought her little 
brother, the Earl, would break in her arms. 
Now, I am proud to say, our Viscount Dun- 
dledrum is heavy for his age, and he has the 
jSnest appetite I ever saw in so young a child; 
— ^but you'll be strong enough to hold him, 
though you do look rather peaky. You 
should take rum and milk before your 
breakfast. There, if you'll hold him so, 
'twill do very well." 

So Clarissa made her first effort at hold- 
ing the baby comfortably with great eclat, 
and was much gratified at her unexpected 
success. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

TjIIYE years have passed since old Mr. 
-*- Dalton's death, and the repairs and 
restorations at Delamere Hall are now 
completed. The family, or rather the two 
families of Preville and Moirton, divide 
their time equally between the old Hall and 
Preville Court. NeUy is stiQ in high favour 
with her mistress, but is much disappointed 
—and so are most of her friends— that 
there has been no baby to replace the little 
one lost in India ; nor has Lady Elmore 
ever succeeded in finding any trace of the 
Indian nurse or of the child. The General 
and his wife are expected to leave India 
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soon, and they have promised that their 
first visit in England shall be to Dela- 
mere Hall. 

Clarissa comes generally to spend a few 
days with the Mortons or Susan Warbur- 
ton, whenever her mother can spare her on 
their way to and from London ; and now 
that Delamere HaU is finished, the Arming- 
tons are expected on their next journey to 
London with the Viscount Dundledrum — a 
fine, healthy, and good-tempered boy, 
though he still bears a strong resemblance 
to his father. 

The chief change in the neighbourhood 
has been a great acquisition. Lord and 
Lady De Coniston, and the young family 
of girls, and the handsome boy, who is now 
ten years old, are constantly coming to 
Delamere, and enlivening the ancient HaE 
with their youthful glee, to the great de- 
light of Edith and her mother. The 
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marriage of Missy with Mr. Frisette has 
turned out very well, and though, during 
the first year or so. Master Plantagenet 
contrived to do a great deal of mischief, 
and somewhat marred the happiness of the 
young couple, in time they succeeded in 
keeping him within bounds, and Mr. Fri- 
sette became reconciled to any annoyance 
which his good-nature in adopting the boy 
had occasioned him, when Missy gave birth 
the following year to a pretty little dark- 
eyed girl. It was named Clarissa, after 
Miss Fairleigh, who gladly consented to be 
godmother, and her mother and Lord Ar- 
mington, with young Lord Dundledrum, 
attended the christening. Mrs. Frisette 
had never heard from her cousin or Mr. 
Eaymond, nor had any clue been discover- 
ed to their whereabouts. 

The other persons who had been con- 
cerned in the highway robberies, and were 
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taken prisoners at Delamere, were convict- 
ed and transported soon afterwards. But 
a brother of the pretended Mrs. Dalton, and 
who was said to be the worst of the gang, 
had never yet been taken, and it was 
rumoured that he was now the head of 
another party of robbers or housebreakers 
in the north. Dundledrum Castle had been 
broken into lately, and the plate had been 
stolen from the pantry, and a courageous 
butler and footman, who heard a noise, 
and endeavoured to prevent the thieves 
from carrying it off, were stunned by the 
violent blows they received on their heads. 
But in the scuffle the black mask worn by 
one of the robbers came off, and he was 
distinctly seen by a housemaid who slept 
in the room overhead, and who, on hearing 
strange sounds, had run to her window. 
It was a moonlight night, and she could 
see the figure of a tall man who was in 
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the act of lifting a large box out of the 
pantry window, assisted by some others 
who wore masks. She was too much 
frightened to giye an alarm until the rob- 
bers had gone away, but she then called up 
some of the other maids, who informed 
Lord Armington, and the housemaid de- 
clared the man without the mask was John 
Swindledrift, whom she had known well in 
her youth at Snowville Baths. The next 
morning, when the pantry and the shrub- 
bery outside were searched, in hopes of 
discovering something that would lead to 
the identification of the robbers, a wig with 
white hair was found sticking in the branch 
of a holly-tree. It had evidently been worn 
by the man who had lost the mask, for one 
of the footmen remembered wondering that 
a man old enough to have such white hair 
should be strong enough to defend himself, 
and do them so much harm as he had 
done. 
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On hearing that the housemaid declared 
this man to be John Swindledrift, Clarissa 
immediately saw the important evidence 
this wig might afford if the robber was 
taken up. She examined it carefully, and 
observed that a lock of hair quite at the 
back was of a dark brown, and, on looking 
inside, she saw the remains of a piece of 
paper, somewhat like a shopman's mark. 
A name and address had evidently been 
pasted in it, but only three letters of the 
name could be read. These were L-d-n, 
and below were S-ow-ille. 

'^That must be Snowville,'* said the 
housemaid, to whom Clarissa showed it; 
" and," she added, " I do mind me now as 
how there were a great wig-shop, kep' by 
one Mark Liddon, in Bath Street." 

Clarissa immediately wrote to inform 
Edith of this strange discovery ; and in 
consequence of her letter, Mr. Freville 

VOL. ni. L 



146 WON AT LAST. 

went off directly to Snowville Baths, to 
inquire whether a shop still existed in 
Bath Street, kept by a person of that 
name. She found a perfumer's 6hop, but 
the man's name was Smith. Howeyer, 
on inquiring of the shopmen, he found 
that Mark Idddon formerly kept it, but he 
had retired from business, and gone to 
liye, they thought, somewhere near Min- 
sterton. Mr. Freville then went back to 
Minsterton, and, after some difficulty, found 
the house in the suburb where the retired 
perfumer lived. Fortunately, Mark Lid- 
don had kept all the old books and docu- 
ments connected with his former trade, 
being that kind of methodical person which 
a man who has made his own fortune is 
likely to be ; and he found that, in the year 

, it was eight years before, on the 

14th of June, he had sold an old gentle- 
man's wig to John Swindledrift second- 



WON AT LAST. 147 

hand, it having been made for a customer, 
who wanted it enlarged, and not having 
been able to match the grey hairs, the 
hairdresser had finished the wig at the 
back with brown. Upon seeing this, it 
suddenly occurred to Mr. Freville that as, 
from the register at Dysart Church, it ap- 
peared that Mr. Dalton had married Rosa- 
mond Swindledrift on the 16th of the same 
month, it was possible that it had been 
bought for the purpose of disguising some- 
body, and it had the same kind of long 
curls which Mr. Freville remembered hav- 
ing seen that his father-in-law used to 
wear, and which, in fact, had only gone 
out of fashion a few years before. 

" Might not this furnish some clue to the 
mysterious marriage ceremony?" thought 
Mr. Freville ; and he made the former 
tradesman sign a paper which he hastily 

l2 



148 WON AT LAST. 

drew up, and giye him an exact copy of 
the entry in his book. 

Mr. liddon was quite willing to do so, 
and Mr. Freville went off in good spirits 
to inform Mr. Smith of the whole affair. 
The energetic lawyer was yery much pleased 
— all the more, too, that a rumour had 
reached him that yery day that some lead- 
ing solicitor in London had said that young 
Master Plantagenet had such a clear right 
to the Delamere property that he would 
undertake the case without pay, if any of 
the bo/s friends would put up the claim 
for him. But after this discovery of the 
wig, several years passed, and, as no claim 
was made, even Mr. Smith began to hope 
that the Frevilles would never be incon- 
venienced by any law-suit, and would re« 
tain quiet possession of the place they had 
restored so well, and where the two fami- 
lies continued to live so happily. 
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CHAPTER Xni. 

1\ iTRS., or, as she was called in " polite " 
-'-*-■- circles, Madame Frisette, had been 
married ten years when an event occurred, 
which annoyed and perplexed her and her 
good and still devoted husband extremely. 
Master Plantagenet was now about twelve 
years old, and had been placed at a 
very good school at Dorchester. It was 
kept by some old friends of Mme. Frisette' s, 
which was the reason why they had chosen 
one so far off, for it was two days journey 
from London in those days. 

Master Plantagenet wrote to his mother, 
as he called her, every fortnight; but, 
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about six weeks before the time I speak 
of, his periodical letters stopped. As they 
were afraid the boy might be ill, Mr» 
Frisette wrote to inquire of the school- 
master, and begged he would write by 
return of post, to inform him of the 
cause which had prevented the boy frohi 
writing as usual. On the fourth day 
afterwards a letter came from good Mr. 
Birchwell, written in great agitation and 
dismay, to say that a gentleman of the 
name of Graspem had come in his carriage 
more than a fortnight before, saying that 
he came from London on purpose to fetch 
Master Plantagenet — that he was sent by 
the boy's nearest relations to take him 
home, for a matter of great importance. 

" But now,'' continued the schoolmaster, 
'^that we find he did not take the boy 
home, I feel very angry with myself for 
having let him go without a letter from 
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you ; still more for my negligence in not 
having written to ask if lie had arrived 
safely. But the fact is, Mrs. Birchwell 
has been very ill, and there has been 
almost a mutiny among the smaller boys^ 
in consequence of my having been obliged 
to leave them almost entirely to the usher, 
so I have had my hands full every day. 
Are you really not acquainted with Mr. 
Graspem ? He seemed a thorough gentle- 
man, and came in a fine coach, and the 
address on the card he sent in was 300, 
Lincoln's Inn. If I can be of any service 
in assisting to find your boy, I wiU come 
up by the first mail after I receive your 
letter." 

" Mr. Graspem must be a lawyer, then," 
said Madame ; and her quick imagination 
boded some mischief, for she had for the 
last five years secretly dreaded that, if her 
cousin and Mr. Raymond succeeded in 
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redeeming their fortune, they might cause 
a claim to be made for the child to the 
Delamere inheritance. So she felt ex- 
tremely annoyed, and more particularly as 
Edith, with her husband and parents, had 
lately passed through London on their 
way to Italy. Edith had been very ill the 
"Winter before, and the doctors feared that 
she was going into a consumption, so they 
had resolved to travel in Switzerland and 
the north of Italy during the Summer 
months, and pass the Winter at Naples. 
Their neighbours and dear friends, the De 
Conistons, were going also ; and the whole 
party were to pass the Winter together. 

Clarissa had told Mme. Frisette of the 
discovery of the wig, and of Mr. FreviUe's 
surmise founded thereon, as to the supposed 
Mrs. Dalton's marriage. Missy, who had 
previously believed that her cousin had 
been really married to the old man, was 
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very much struck with the circumstance. 
Various little occurrences, unnoticed at the 
time, then came into her mind, and on 
afterwards talking over the matter with 
her husband, they both became convinced 
that the marriage, as well as the wiU, had 
been a forgery. 

Mme. Frisette feared that Edith was very 
ill ; she looked very thin, and seemed to 
have lost aU her strength and colour, but, 
as Mme. Frisette averred, more interesting 
and kind than ever, and said there was no 
one in the whole world, with the exception 
of her husband, whom she (Mme. Frisette) 
venerated and admired so much. As a 
young girl at Frampton Court, Missy had 
often declared that, if there were more 
people in the world like Miss Freville, she 
herself would be quite a different person ; 
for Edith had not only treated her with 
kindness, but, as she afterwards expressed 
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it, had treated the lowest of "the servants 
as if they were her equals ; and, more than 
that," added Missy, when talking over the 
matter at this time with her husband, " she 
seemed to fulfil the words I have only of 
late years learnt to respect and believe — 
she regarded the meanest people she met 
as 'neighbours,' and really 'loved them as 
herself.' And now when I think of the 
possibility that a boy who, I feel as sure 
as you do, is no relation whatever to old 
Mr. Dalton — ^when I think he may be 
made the means of disturbing that dear 
and most interesting lady in her home, and 
perhaps endeavouring to supplant her in 
the fine old Delamere Hall she loved so 
well, it is beyond bearing. But they never 
can succeed, I'm sure. Yet how annoying 
for them it would be to have a lawsuit ; 
and really sometimes law seems very un- 
just, so there's no knowing what may not 
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liappen. Let us go off now instantly to 
Mr. Graspem's house, and see what lie has 
to say in explanation of his strange con- 
duct in kidnapping the boy." 

Mr. Frisette fully agreed with her views, 
and was, moreover, one of Edith's greatest 
admirers ; for the Mortons had been several 
times in London, and never failed to come 
and see his wife and fondle her pretty little 
girls. So they sent for a hackney-coach, 
drove to Lincoln's Inn, and found the 
brass-plate of Messrs. Graspem and Snarem. 
They ascended a high flight of stairs and 
rang a bell. Mr. Graspem was not at 
home, and the maid who opened the door 
said she knew nothing of any Mr. Plan- 
tagenet, nor was any young gentleman 
staying with her master. 

"When do you expect he will be at 
home ?" 

" Can't say. It were better to write by 
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post anythink you desire, and Wm be sure 
to be forwarded." 

So there was nothing for it but to go 
home and do as the servant suggested. 
Having written her letter that evening, 
and given it to her husband, who had it 
safely posted, Madame Frisette sat down 
in her pretty little sitting-roonjt over the 
shop to play with her children, but her 
thoughts were so anxiously engrossed 
about the fate of the boy, his whereabouts, 
and what assimied friends had got hold of 
him, that the younger girl began to pout and 
complain that her mother was not attend- 
ing to anything she said. Soon both the 
children grew bored, and went to bed, of 
their own accord, earlier than usual. 

Mr. Frisette had, of course, been obliged 
to go out on his professional duties, for he 
was preparing many of the chief belles of 
the season for conquest at the dinners and 
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balls that eyening. The shop was shut, 
and the street at that time was compara-^ 
tively quiet, when a knock was heard at 
the private door of the house. Presently- 
little Annie came running up to say, 
" There was a strange old gentleman what 
wanted to see Madame very particler ; he 
was going through London, and was in a 
great hurry, but I said unless he would 
send up his card I dare not let him up- 
stairs." 

" Who can it be ? An old man, you 
say ? Go down again, ask . him for his 
card, and say that I never receive visitors 
when my husband is not at home." 

Down went Annie, and, soon returning, 
brought back word that the person, having 
no card, had written a few lines in pencil, 
which, as Mme. Frisette read, she turned 
deadly pale, and seemed at a loss what to 
do. 
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" He is a young man, then ? — I thought 
you said old/' 

"Well, mum, so he do look — all 'cept 
his eyes, which look that fierce and staring 
like." 

" I suppose I must see him." 

" Oh, no, mum ; he can't come in — ^which 
I've left up the chain, and I will tell him 
you can't be disturbed." 

" Oh, no, I had better see him. He may 
throw some light on it all." 

" Shall I stay in the room when he 
comes ? And I'U call Jemmy. He's not 
gone yet." 

" Oh, no, you need not do that ; but tell 
the gentleman I wiU see him." 

But Annie saw that her mistress looked 
really frightened, so before she admitted 
the stranger she resolved to tell Jemmy to 
wait at the farther end of the passage. 
She then ushered the tall, strange-looking 
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man upstairs, but privately determined in 
her own mind to remain within hearing. 
In spite of the curiosity she felt, she would 
not listen at the door, for some years be- 
fore her mistress had caught her listening, 
and although she did not scold her — ^be- 
cause she confessed with great regret that 
she used to do the same — she convinced 
the young girl that it was a wrong thing 
to do. 

She could not help, however, hearing 
the man's voice sometimes raised to what 
seemed an angry pitch, and she ran down 
to tell Jemmy to come part of the way up 
stairs. Then there seemed to be complete 
silence in the room, which terrified the poor 
girl still more, and she half expected to 
hear screams, and to find that the man was 
murdering her dear mistress. Soon after- 
wards the drawing-room bell rang, and she 
hastened into the room. She found her 
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mistress seated at a writing-table with a 
large sheet of paper before her, as if she 
had been writing, while the man sat at a 
little distance leaning on it, with his head 
bent down over his arms, so that she could 
not see his face. Madame Frisette was 
deadly pale, but there was a look of angry 
determination on her face which Annie had 
never before seen. Then she said, 

"If James has not gone, bring him 
here.'' 

Annie called him imimediately, too happy 
to have the protection for her mistress of 
one who she well knew was a zealous and 
devoted admirer both of her mistress and 
herself. 

" I wish you both to be witness of this — 
this gentleman's signature. He is going 
to sign it for me. Here, it is ready," she 
said, with a look of impatience, as the 
stranger did not seem inclined to move. 
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" Come, I thouglit you were in a hurry." 

" Can you trust them ?" said the man, as 
he hfted his head, and Annie saw an angry 
scowl on his face, which she thought would 
have been handsome, but for the low, bushy 
white eyebrows which overhung his eyes, 
and the loss of his front teeth. 

" I can depend upon them," said Madame 
Frisette. '* Ann and James, you are to 
promise me to say nothing about this paper 
or this gentleman to anybody, unless I give 
you leave — ^you promise that ?" 

" Indeed I do," said Annie ; while James 
added, " Of course, mum, rU do as you teU 
me, as I always does." 

** Very well ; now sign your name to 
this," she said, as she placed the paper be- 
fore the stranger. 

Annie and James stood behind him, and 
saw him write the name of John Swindle- 
drift. The two servants wrote their names 
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underneath, and then, being dismissed by 
their mistress, left the room. 

Soon afterwards they saw the man come 
down stairs with what seemed to be a large 
travelling bag, and the large loose cloak 
he wore ; and without waiting to have the 
door opened for him, he ran quickly out of 
the house. 

**I hope he has not stolen anything,'' 
said Annie, as she ran upstairs to see if 
her mistress was safe, and no valuables 
gone. 

She found her leaning back in her chair, 
looking quite exhausted and trembling; 
but she made no complaint, and only re- 
peated her caution to say nothing of this 
visit to anyone. 

**I shall teU your master of it," she 
added, **but no one else is to hear of it. 
I hope to explain to you both some day 
the reason, but I cannot now." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A FEW weeks after the event related 
-^-^ in the last chapter, Edith, with her 
husband and the Frevilles, was travelling 
along the Comiohe, on her way to Italy. 
Edith had been too much out of health for 
the mountain expeditions in Switzerland, 
which their friends, the De Conistons, en- 
joyed with the fresh enthusiasm of strong 
health and a first tour. Lord De Conis- 
ton's eldest son, now about eighteen years 
old, had finished his Eton career with 
great success, and was making the most of 
the long hohday before he commenced his 

m2 
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Oxford studies, to see as mucli of the 
Continent as the time would permit. So 
they parted from the Mortons at Geneva, 
but intended to join them again either at 
Kome or Naples early in the Winter. 

The Summer had been unusually cold, 
and they all saw that Edith ought to has- 
ten forward to a warmer climate. . They 
passed a little time at Hydros, where the 
extreme beauty of the truly southern 
scenery, and the balmy air, seemed to 
revive her strength, and she felt equal to 
undertake a journey where the mountain 
roads were then so bad that nervous 
people were more happy on their own feet 
than in a carriage. Edith was not exactly 
one of these, but she enjoyed the lovely 
scenery so intensely that she liked to lin- 
ger on the road, and generally walked 
down the steep hills, in order to see more 
than she could do in the lumbering car- 
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riage. They travelled slowly, remaining 
for several days wherever the accommoda- 
tion was not too bad ; and they were so 
enchanted with St. Remo that they re- 
mained some weeks at the little hotel. 

The day they left it was one of the love- 
liest imaginable, even for that climate, and 
the road, which was then not more than 
half the width it was made in later times, 
was cut in the side of the perpendicular 
rocks at such a fearful height above the 
sea that most of the party preferred to 
walk, and lingered on their way to enjoy 
the most beautiful of all the views they 
had yet seen. The carriage and servants 
went on before, and, as they looked down 
the steep road declining towards Finale, 
they began to doubt whether it could ever 
reach the bottom of that winding ladder, 
which looked more like a gigantic corkscrew 
staircase than a road. They looked with 



166 WON AT LAST. 

some anxiety to see how the postilion and 
the two pair of struggling horses would 
ever be able to turn those sharp corners, 
where there is no parapet, and only just 
room for the carriage. 

It seemed miraculous, but they reached 
the bottom in safety. Then Edith and her 
mother sat down under the shade of some 
pine-trees, and gave themselves up to en- 
joyment ; while the two gentlemen climbed 
up the rocks in search of rare plants and 
more variety of views. No sound was 
heard but the distant ripple of the blue 
sea, as it gently kissed the rocks at an im- 
mense depth below their feet. 

" "Why does such scenery as this, which 
makes me always cry with joy, give me a 
greater longing to know what became of 
my darling ?" inquired Edith, with tears in 
her eyes. 

Before her mother could find words to- 
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answer, a voice singing some beautiful 
southern air was heard at a distance ; 
gradually it sounded nearer, and they both 
felt that they had never heard such enchant- 
ing sounds before. No one was visible, 
but Edith involuntarily rose and proceed- 
ed in the direction from whence the soimd 
seemed to come. Mrs. Freville followed, 
and soon afterwards, when the voice appear- 
ed to have attained the f uU measure of its 
power and melody, they saw a young con- 
tadina, in the picturesque dress of the 
peasantry, springing down the rocks above. 
She seemed almost to jump from one to 
another, singing aU the time, tiU she reach- 
ed the top of the rock which had been cut 
away just above their heads. Mrs. Fre- 
ville was afraid she would attempt to jump 
down into the road, a depth, from where 
she stood, of some thirteen or fifteen feet, 
and called out in dismay. The yoimg girl 
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lent for some minutes, even after the voice 
had died away completely, as if they feared 
to break the spell. It seemed so like some 
lovely dream, that, had they not each had 
some of her flowers in their hands, they 
would ahnost have doubted its reality. At 
last Edith said, as if half to herself, 

" She must be about her age ;" and then 
she started up, and cried out to her mother, 
" Why did I not stop her, and ask who she 
is, and where she lives ?^ Then, seeing 
her mother look surprised, she smiled, and 
said, " How siUy I am ; but I always find 
myself looking with sad inquiry into the 
face of every girl about her age, ever 
since !" 
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CHAPTER XV. 

TIITHEN they arrived at Genoa, they 
• ^ found such an accumulation of let- 
ters waiting for them at the post, that they 
were all startled at the number. It was 
nearly six weeks since they had received 
any letters, because they had not calculated 
on lingering so long over the beautiful 
scenery since they left Hyferes, and had 
therefore given no address between that 
place and Genoa. Mr. Freville was dis- 
mayed to see several in Mr. Smith's large 
writing, with a most urgent-looking " Im- 
mediate " on the top of each ; also several 
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Others, evidently from lawyers, to whioli 
Mr. Smith had added the address. 

While Mr. Freville began to read these, 
Edith opened one from Clarissa, and Mrs. 
Freville one from Susan Warburton ; and 
there werp others of a later date from 
them both. 

Captain Morton had not quite so many, 
but he opened one with great eagerness 
and loud exclamation of delight as he 
recognised the writing of his oldest friend, 
Mr. Lethbridge, who had been lost, and 
many thought dead for the last twelve 
years. He became so absorbed in reading 
its contents that he did not hear the ex- 
pression of dismay uttered by Mr. Freville, 
nor the words of surprise and horror 
interchanged between his wife and her 
mother. But when he had finished his 
letter, and turned round, he was startled 
to see their pale and anxious faces, and 
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inquired wliat misfortune had happened. 

"I am afraid we have lost, or rather 
shall lose, I suppose, Delamere HaU," said 
Edith, with a great effort to feel and look 
resigned, for she was quite ashamed of 
the grief she felt at the prospect of that 
place being lost to them. 

" Well, they have claimed it for that im- 
couth boy, I suppose ; but surely— — " 

" Yes," said Mr. Freville, " it looks very 
serious indeed. It seems that the boy was 
taken from the Frisettes because they 
fancied, and with justice, too, that they 
would not approve of such an imjust act. 
Some clever lawyer has undertaken the 
case, and got legal possession of the boy, 
80 of course they will not give him up— in 
short, Smith says we ought to return home 
immediately, as the case must be tried — 
there is no help for it ; and unless we can 
prove that Mr. Dalton never went to 
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Snowville Baths, it is all over with us. 
He says he is very sorry to bring my 
daughter home, but her evidence of having 
found Mr. Dalton imprisoned at Delamere 
is most important.'* 

" But stay," said Edith, who was glancing 
over a letter she had only now opened 
from Madame Frisette, "look here — does 
Mr. Smith say nothing of this most im- 
portant evidence which that clever woman 
has contrived to get ?" 

"John Swindledrift's confession," said 
Mr. Freville — '^you mean about the dis- 
guise he gave to Mr. Kaymond, and his 
declaration that it was he who imitated 
old Mr. Dalton so well that several of the 
persons who witnessed the marriage cere- 
mony at Dysart Church were completely 
taken in." 

*'Yes, she very wisely wrote and told 
Clarissa, who advised her to communicate 
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direct with Mr. Smith. And here we are 
in total ignorance, from not having Fead 
an EngUsh paper for so long ; and Mr. 
Smith says that nothing else is talked of in 
London, and all over England, and that 
heavy bets are being taken up in favour of 
the claimant." 

"But will not John Swindledrift's evi- 
dence counteract all the arts of the other 
side ?" said Edith. 

"Not, I fear, unless the man himself 
could be found; and he is not likely to 
turn up, for he would certainly run the 
risk of being hanged if caught ; and poor 
Madame Frisette was obliged to grant his 
petition for a hundred pounds to take him 
to some foreign country, before she could 
induce him to relate what he knew of the 
mysterious marriage." 

" But the declaration is signed by her 
two servants," said Edith. 
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"Yes, Mr. Smitli knows that, but he 
feaps that, unless the man himseK appears, 
it will not avail much." 

There was nothing for it but to return 
home. All were agreed on this point ; for 
Edith saw that, much as she longed to go 
on southwards, she could not give ^up the 
idea of being present at the trial. Mrs. 
Freville felt that her daughter's health, 
which had seemed to improve so much 
from a genial climate, was of more conse- 
quence than aU the property and old places 
in the world ; yet she saw that the anxiety 
about the result of the trial was so great 
that it would probably do her as much 
harm as good to proceed with the journey 
south, and her husband and Captain Mor- 
ton fully agreed with her. 

So they remained one day to rest and 
enjoy the sight of that most interesting 
old town, at the Oroce de Malta, and then 
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travelled homewards by the Simplon. 
They scarcely opened Mrs. Sevan's and 
Lady Snowberr/s letters, and those from 
other friends, till they found themselves in 
the carriage on the road to Baveno ; they 
then began to read them, but the scenery 
through which they passed was so beauti- 
ful and varied that they were constantly 
interrupted. All the party fully enjoyed 
the grandeur of the views as they ascended 
the mountain road, and Nelly, who travelled 
with the faithful James in the rumble be- 
hind the carriage, confessed to him that 
even her own favourite Galtee More was 
not so fine. 

" Still I do think we bate ye all in the 
colour — ^the purple green of our l)utuses 
and bog-myrtles, that are always glistening 
like a new-varnished picture, laughing and 
crying and smiling as sun and clouds fly 
across them." 

VOL. in. N 
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" But I thought it always rained in Iro- 
land ?" said the matter-of-fact James, who, 
like many a John Bull, had a great preju- 
dice against the Emerald Isle. 

Nelly did not condescend to answer this 
remark, but said, 

" Och ! I'm sure I should not Hke to live 
in this here place, with the high walls of 
mountains on each side of the road, for it's 
that gloomy ; and we might as well live in 
London, for the narrow bit of sky that is 
over our heads; and the big stones are 
ready to fall down — ^the Lord have mercy 
upon us !" she said, as they passed through 
one of those narrow gorges which some- 
times puzzle the traveller to imagine how 
a road can ever get out of them, as in the 
Gorge of Gondo, 

Nelly had received a letter from Clarissa's 
maid, with whom she had struck up a great 
friendship during the visits the Arming- 
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tons and Miss Fairleigli had made to Dela- 
mere Hall, but all her time had been so 
fully occupied, since they arrived at Genoa, 
in repacking and preparing for the sudden 
return to England, that she had not opened 
it yet. Clarissa's maid, MoUy, who had 
replaced Miss Swindledrift when she sud- 
denly turned into a fine London beUe, as 
cousin to the rich widow, came from Fre- 
ville village, and, like all the inhabitants of 
that feudal old hamlet, was a devoted ad- 
mirer of the Freville family. MoUy had 
heard the fatal news of the claim raised on 
behalf of the pretended Mrs. Dalton's son, 
and her letter was full of lamentations. 
She 'said, " My young lady. Miss Clarissa, 
do take it to heart, too, as much as if she 
was a Freville herself, for there's no one 
in the world she loves so much as her old 
schoolfellow, Mrs. Morton ; and she have 
persuaded my lord to go to London and 

n2 
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see what can be done with them lawyers ; 
so we come up and hopes ye'll all be back 
soon to see after it, for my lord says that 
half of 'em, 'specially them on the bad side, 
are all cheats, and only wish to make 
money of the lawsuit for theirselves, and 
don't care a straw which party wins. I'm 
glad we come up too, for my Miss is very 
much admired ; and I do hope she'll marry 
Lord DuUchurch, what's very sweet upon 
her. And my lord says he's quite an altered 
man since he's been so much with that 
sweet sister of his. Lady De Coniston ; and 
if he could but persuade Miss Fairleigh 
to marry him, he'd turn out a first-rate 
husband." 

As they passed through these narrow 
defiles, Edith was able to proceed with 
Lady Snowberry's letter, and was amused 
at the account that lady gave of a party 
she had given the night before. It had 
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been made up expressly for the great 
Indian grandee, Sir Edward Elmore, and 
Ms wife, who had only lately come to Eng- 
land; and they had both acquired such 
fame by their exploits in. the wars that 
they were the great lions of the season. 

Lady Elmore's moustache had grown 
stronger even than when her somewhat un- 
couth aspect had frightened poor Edith at 
their first interview, after her husband had 
gone to the battle-field ; her voice was more 
shrill and her whole bearing more military, 
but her jewels were splendid, and made up 
in the eyes of many for the strange-looking 
dresses she persisted in wearing at all the 
great parties to wMoh they went. 

The Armingtons were in town, and Lady 
Snowberry had asked them to meet the 
great lions at dinner — a mistake she now 
regretted extremely, for she said that, when 
the dazzling great lady was introduced to 
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Miss Fairleigh^ she turned right round and 
wouldn't speak or bow to her, 

*'It was most awkward,** said Ladjr 
Snowberry in her letter, " and I never wa» 
BO perplexed in my life, for I could not 
imagine what objection she could find ; for 
Miss Fairleigh was looking particularly 
beautiful. You know she is so much im- 
proved in her looks the last two or three 
seasons, and I could see Lord Dullchurch 
was so fascinated that he did not know what 
he was saying to anybody else but her* 
However, after dinner the strange mystery 
was fully cleared up, for Lady Elmore took 
me into my boudoir, and told me privately 
that she considered Miss Fairleigh a dis- 
grace to her sex ; that, but for her miscon- 
duct, that most perfect soldier and gentle- 
man, Mr. Lethbridge, would have been the 
happiest and most useful of men, but her 
base conduct had driven him entirely out 
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of the society of civilized human beings, 
and deprived the worid of one of its greatest 
ornaments. You have no idea how she 
went on to me about Mr. Lethbridge, and 
inveighed most bitteriy against poor Miss 
Fairleigh, and then said, 'And I sup- 
pose the infamous girl is now going to 
marry that silly lord, or else cause his 
small heart to break ?* I then said that 
she certainly did not encourage poor Lord 
Dullchurch, but that she was a great friend 
of his delightful sister, Lady De Coniston, 
and I hear that the latter is most anxious 
to make up the match for her brother. 
* She may not seem to encourage him,' said 
the prejudiced generalissima, * but she at- 
tracts him.' * Well, she can't help that, I 
suppose,' I said; 'but I don't think she 
would have dined here to-day if she thought 
he would have been here. The Arming- 
tons have only just come to town, on pur- 
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pose to see if Lord Annington could be of 
any use about this dreadful law-suit/ 

"*Ahr said she, *I am most sorry to 
hear that my friends, Captain and Mrs. 
Morton, are likely to lose such a splendid 
inheritance and interesting old family 
place. She and her husband, Captain 
Morton, are indeed my especial favourites, 
and you know I am as ardent an admirer, 
when I love, as I am a violent hater when 
I dislike. Can't help it — my nature — ^and 
nothing would induce me to show the 
slightest civility, or even tolerance, of that 
wicked girl.' 

•' Of course it was useless for me to 
advocate Miss Fairleigh's cause after this, 
so we went back to the drawing-room, and 
I was almost amused, though annoyed, too, 
to see the looks of intense dislike with which 
she now and then regaled Clarissa, who, I 
suppose, had not an idea what caused it, 
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and of course I can't tell her. I see that 
Lady Armington is very anxious that her 
daughter should accept Lord DuUchurch, 
but Lord Armington told me, in confidence, 
that he felt sure Clarissa would never con- 
sent to marry him, or any of her numerous 
admirers. Why he thinks so I could not 
get him to say. Do you know ?" 

" There," said Edith, as she triumphant- 
ly read aloud the last passage to her hus- 
band, " and now perhaps it may come all 
right at last !" 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

T ORD DE CONISTON and his family 
-*^ intended to leave Switzerland for 
Italy about this time, and were to cross 
the Alps by the Simplon Pass, so that the 
Freville party were on the look out, as they 
ascended the mountain from Dome d'Ossola, 
in hopes of meeting their friends. They 
intended to sleep at Isella, in order to save 
Edith the fatigue of too long a journey, 
and the next day they were to reach Sion. 
The descent on the Swiss side is cer- 
tainly not so beautiful as on the Italian, 
and yet the approach to Brieg from the 
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mountain road is one of the grandest sights 
in the world. 

It was near sunset when they reached 
Sion, and they all got out during the last 
descent, to -enjoy the prospect more com* 
pletely. As they slowly wended down the 
steep descent they heard a voice singing 
Italian songs in the distance, which, by its 
echoing sound and gradual approach, re- 
minded Edith of the girl on the Cornice 
Road; but this was not a woman's, and 
though more powerful, had not that strange 
original sound. 

'' It must be a boy," said Edith. " Yes, 
it must be Roland Frampton ; that is one 
of his favourite songs. . What a splendid 
voice he will have ! But where is he ?'' 
she inquired, as they all looked round, and 
could see no one. 

Presently, however, a picturesque figure 
came in sight above them amid the rocks. 
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" How strange I" she said. " It is Ro 
land, and he is jumping down with the samt 
kind of joyous grace as that beautiful girl 
How I hope all the paitj are going to re^ 
main here to-night!" added she, caUiiigout 
in a loud voice, " Roland !" 

The echo resounded several times amit 
the heights, and then the boy caught sigh 
of the party, and jumped down into thi 
road. 

"Too fw, my boy, for you to hav 
jumped," said Mr. FreviUe as they all joy 
fully greeted their favourite; "but yoi 
don't seem so surprised to see us a 
you " 

"No," interrupted the impetuous boy 
•'for we were actually on the look-out 
We thought that you would get your letter 
from England on your arrival at Genoi 
and that this dreadful confounded busines 
about the claimant would make you iretun 
Bat it cannot be. I shall — ^we should a 
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break our hearts if you were to lose that 
most interesting and beautiful of all places 
on the face of the earth ! We are all in 
utter despair, or rathey indignation, at the 
attempt, for surely they cannot succeed in 
turning you out ?" 

He asked this with a look of anxiety on 
his handsome features, while his lips quiver- 
ed with the apprehension he was en- 
deavouring to suppress, for he was de- 
termined not to believe in the possibility 
of such a misfortune, 

"Mother and Dora have been crying 
their eyes out, but I do not — I would not 
— ^believe it possible." 

" What does your father think ?" inquir- 
ed Mr. Freville. 

" Oh, you know he, too, often takes the 
gloomy side, — ^but here they are, coming 
up the hill— the whole party, Linda, and 
baby, and all!" 

The three little girls began to jump for 
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joy the inoinent they caught sight of the 
EreviUe party, and ran with dancing steps 
up the road to meet them, for the two families 
passed so much of their time together, when 
at home, that they had scarcely ever been 
separated for so many weeks before. They 
all passed such a happy evening in each other's 
society that there seemed to be little room 
for gloomy anticipations about the possible 
loss of Delamere ; in fact their enjoyment 
of the scenery and the pleasure of meeting 
were too real and absorbing to leave room 
for any anticipation of sorrow. Boland 
Frampton's mother. Lord De Coniston's first 
wife, had been an Italian, and his clear but 
dark complexion, high and broad forehead, 
and lustrous loving eyes, always reminded 
his father of his first love, the lovely 
Dorina Visconti, whom he had brought to 
England as a happy bride at sixteen, and 
who had died the following year at Roland's 
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birtli. The boy's disposition, too, had all 
the quick impetuosity of southern nations, 
but was fortunately tempered by the strong 
common sense inherited from his father, 
and the judicious training of the young 
and loving step-mother, whom Lord De 
Coniston married when the child was about 
six years old. The naxt morning, as they 
wished each other the lingering good-byes, 
in which we often try to concentrate all we 
wish to say, and sometimes find afterwards 
that we have omitted what we had most at 
heart, Mrs. FreviUe whispered to Lord De 
Coniston, *'Your son is more charming 
than ever, but remember he is no longer a 
boy, and with his enthusiasm for Italy, and 
veneration for his mother's memory, he 

may " 

" I know what you mean, but if he should 
fall in love with a girl of good old family, no 
matter how poor " 
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" Yes, I know that, but lie is young, and 
— ^my daughter has fallen into such raptures 
about the beauty, and, above all, the voices 
of the peasant girls — ^if you could have 
heard one who was singing one day on the 
Cornice, we have done nothing but talk 
about her ever since ; and I think that if 
Roland had only heard her voice, without 
even seeing her lovely face, he must have 
fallen in love." 

" Oh, that would never do ; his love, 
when she appears, ought to belong to one 
of the venerable old princely families," said 
Lord De Coniston, laughing ; " for he is so 
particular about refinement, and all that 
sort of thing." 

" Yes, I know, and that is why I felt 
anxious to caution you to keep a sharp 
look-out." 

" So like ladies — ^they are all bom match- 
makers," said Lord De Coniston merrily, in 
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an under-tone, as he shook hands with Mrs. 
Preville. 

There was no time to say more, for the 
other ladies had ah^ady finished their 
leave-takings and entered the travelling- 
carriage ; but Mrs. Freville was glad that 
she had mentioned her fears to Lord De 
Coniston, when she found her daughter felt 
the same anxiety, and Edith declared that, if 
Roland should chance to see the singing 
beauty of the Cornice, she was certain the 
result would be love at first sight, and for 
ever. 

They met with several unexpected delays 
on their journey towards Paris, and Edith 
had caught a violent cold in crossing the 
mountains, and was too weak to travel long 
distances in the day. When they reached 
Fontainebleau she became so ill that Mrs. 
Freville saw it would be necessary that 
they should remain some days, so it was 
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resolved that Mr. Freville should proceed 
at once to England, and leave the rest of 
the party to follow as soon as they could. 
This was a great disappointment, for the 
anxiety they aU felt to obtain full particu- 
lars of the claim made for the Delamere 
estate went on increasing every day. The 
hotel at Fontainebleau was fortunately 
very good, and their apartments looked on 
the forest, which they found so pleasant, 
after the noisy towns in which they 'had 
passed their nights before, that Edith sug- 
gested that it would be better to decide on 
remaining there till her father could send 
letters from England, for she was aware 
that her eagerness to reach home had in- 
creased her illness. After Mr. Freville had 
started in the diligence, which was consid- 
ered the quickest mode of travelling in 
those days, Mrs. Freville wrote to several 
friends, both in England and Italy, to give 
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their address at Fontainebleau, and after- 
wards that at Paris, for it occurred to her 
that her husband might possibly be able 
to manage the important business without 
their returning to England, and in that 
case Edith might still have the benefit of 
a southern climate for the Winter. There 
was fortunately a very clever doctor there, 
and he strongly advised Edith to move 
southwards if possible, when the weather 
became colder ; but, above all, she required 
rest, and, as she enjoyed the pretty scenery 
and drives in the neighbourhood, Mrs. 
FreviUe was very glad that they had ar- 
ranged to remain there for some time. The 
letters which soon began to arrive from 
Mr. FreviUe, and other friends in England, 
increased their fears about the Delamere 
estates, and even the sanguine Mr. Smith 
wrote very despondingly about the affair. 
Mr. FreviUe had seen the Armingtons as 
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he passed tlirougli London, and to his great 
surprise he found that they too were on 
the point of starting for Italy. Their 
precious only son, Viscount Dundledrum 
had been very ill, and the doctors advised 
that he should be taken to a warm climate* 
They meant to go by the Rhine and the 
Brasmer Pass, and were to take a doctor 
with them, for Lady Armington declared 
that no foreign doctor was fit to be trust* 
ed with such a valuable life. Clarissa had 
begged to remain with Susan Warburton, 
for she had not been at all well, and her 
sister Polly required so much more attend- 
ance; but Lady Armington implored her 
daughter to accompany them in her foreign 
tour, and by Susan's advice she agreed to 
*go. It was reported that she had accepted 
Lord Dullchurch, but Mr. Freville said 
that he should not believe it till he heard 
it confirmed by that young man's sister, 
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Lady De Coniston, as they all knew how 
much she wished that Clarissa would con- 
sent. And now that the rumour had spread 
that Charles Lethbridge would soon return 
home from America, it would be less 
likely than ever. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

T MENTIONED tliat Colonel Morton 
*- had received a letter from liis old 
friend, among the numerous ones that 
awaited their arrival at Genoa. As none 
of his relations or friends seemed to have 
known where he was for the last twelve 
or thirteen years, the sight of the formerly 
well-known handwriting caused the great- 
est excitement, yet neither Colonel Morton 
nor his wife deemed it a satisfactory letter. 
He merely said that he was coming home^ 
and begged his old friend to write to the 
post-office at Exmouth, in Devonshire, but 
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not to address him by liis own name, but 
write to him under the initials A. B. C, 
and to say nothing to anyone but his wife 
about his letter, as he was not sure whether 
he should make his presence in England 
known or not. He said nothing about 
having made any fortune, so that Mr. Fre- 
ville could not account for the rumour he 
had heard in London. Lord Armington men- 
tioned it to him in Clarissa's presence, and 
he fancied, from the expression of her face, 
that the report had reached her before, for 
she looked conscious, though she said no- 
thing. He did not think that Lord Dun- 
dledrum looked as if there was much the 
matter, and Lady Snowberry declared that 
his illness was from over-indulgence in 
eating, and that he was not allowed to 
take sufl&cient exercise, lest he should get 
into danger, or over-tire himself. 

A few days after the arrival of Mr. Fre- 
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ville's letter, Edith received one from Lady 
De Coniston, whicli she read with such 
interest that her mother asked what the 
news was. 

" Oh ! mother, they have taken a beau- 
tiful young Italian girl at Genoa, a kind of 
governess, and the description she gives of 
her is so exactly like that lovely one we 
heard and saw on the Cornice. How I do 
hope it is, for I so often, often regret that 
I did not follow her that day, and find out 
who and what she was !'* 

"But why have they taken her?" in- 
quired Mrs. Preville. "I suppose many 
of the girls are as charming and lovely as 
our singing friend." 

"Perhaps so; but here, read her de- 
flcription. She first says that their gover* 
ness, Mademoiselle Fahneria, was so ill at 
San B^mo, that they were afraid she would 
be obliged to return home to her friends at 
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Marseilles, and they heard there was a 
young girl, whose parents were well known 
to the hotel-keeper, who wished for a 
situation as companion, or to teach Italian 
to young girls. ' Therefore,' " continued 
Edith, reading aloud from Lady De Conis- 
ton's letter, " ' I said I should be glad to 
see the young Chiarina CloveUa, and the 
next morning she was brought into our 
apartment by our nice landlady. Roland 
was singing at that moment at the other 
end of the room, where there is a very fair 
piano. Such a lovely, darling little face 
and figure stood before me ! She held the 
skirts of Madame Silvesta's dress, and half 
hid herself, Uke a child, behind the large 
honne femme : then, instead of looking at 
us, she seemed to be so absorbed in listen- 
ing to Roland's singing that she forgot 
the object of her visit. I called out to 
Roland to stop, as he had not seen them 
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come into the room, but the perverse boy 
made me a sign that he wanted to finish 
his song, so there was no help for it, and, 
as I could not speak, I had full time to 
examine the beautiful girl. She looks 
both younger and older than her age, and 
the chief characteristic of her face is the 
most intense look of joyousness I ever 
saw. Her eyes are the colour of yours, 
which, you^^know, I always admire more 
than any others in the world ; but her hair 
is much darker, and forms a striking con- 
trast to her unusually fair complexion. 
Her mouth has a somewhat severe, or 
rather thoughtful expression, which makes 
her look older, and also contrasts with the 
dancing, joyous smile that lights up her 
eyes. She seemed still absorbed in listen- 
ing to the song, although, after the first 
moment of her entrance, she did not look 
in that direction, but, after a quick glance 
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at the different members of our party, her 
long eyelashes drooped over her pretty 
cheeks, and veiled the delight which, I 
fancied, she felt at the music ; for he sang 
' Parte, tilascio' particularly well; and when 
it was over, the landlady, Madame Silvesta, 
expressed by clapping her hands the ad- 
miration she felt. 

**But Chiarina said nothing, and only 
tried to hide herself more behind her large 
friend. 

" ' Come, signorina,' she said, as she led 
the now trembling girl up to me, ' don't 
be afraid. Milady wiU be very kind to you 
if she thinks you can do what she requires. 
Come, you like children, I know,' she added, 
as she called her attention to my little 
twins. 

'* They were evidently delighted with 
the girl, and put up their little faces to be 
kissed. On seeing that, she knelt down 



204 WON AT LAST. 

and caressed them both, with such natural 
grace and kindness that I felt quite in 
love with her. Lord De Coniston was 
equally fascinated; and our sole object 
seemed to be to place her at her ease. 
Boland had left the room after he had 
finished singing, and I did not feel sure 
whether he had seen the beautiful girl or 
not. She does not know a word of Eng- 
lish, but she can speak a little French, 
which she learned from a lady who some- 
times came to her grandmother's cottage. 

" ' And she sings prettily,' said Madame 
Silvesta. 'When her mother died, her 
uncle wished her to go on the stage — 
everyone says her fortune would be made, 
so great are her capabilities ; but she has 
a strange objection to it, and says she does 
not want any fortune, only kind friends ; 
and if Milady wiU give her enough to 
dress, she does not want more ; that she 
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is willing to learn whatever Milady will 
wish, for she can learn very easily/ 

" ' Si, and I am convinced Milady will 
be kind to me/ said the charming girl, as 
she looked in my face with such winning 
confidence that I felt quite proud of her 
evident good opinion of me, for such a 
truthful, honest face could never utter 
what she did not feel — of that I am cer- 
tain ; and so was Lord De Ooniston. Thus 
we had little to settle, as she was willing 
to remain with us at once. 

" * I am most grateful to you for taking^ 
me;' she said, with a glad look, raising up 
her long lashes, * for I am a trouble to my 
uncle, I know ; and only for Madame Sil- 
vesta's great kindness, I must have gone to 
study for the Opera/ 

" Then she suddenly knelt down at my 
feet, and expressed, in strangely eloquent 
and poetical language, the gratitude she 
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felt at being saved from the misery of 
being a pubKc performer. She went on 
to tell us that her uncle had taken her to 
the Scala at Milan, which was the best 
opera in Italy, and was bitterly disappoint- 
ed and very angry with her for not liking 
it. She said the music was splendid, and 
the singing, particularly Grassini's, was 
beautiful ; but the paint on the face of 
both singers and audience, and the close 
atmosphere, made her feel it was all arti- 
ficial. 

"'I missed my own mountain echoes, 
and the clear light of day, and the sky and 
stars by night. No, I could not live if I 
had to sing in such a place,' said she, ' with 
all those people, who did not look either 
happy or true.' 

"Madame Silvesta then suggested that 
she should sing to us, and I led her to the 
piano. She said she could not play well, 
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for she had only begun to learn a month 
before ; but she could put a little accom- 
paniment of her own to some of the com- 
mon songs she learnt by ear when quite a 
child. 

" ' In a room I like an accompaniment/ 
she added ; ' but I prefer to sing among 
my own mountains, with only the echo.' 

"She then sang some wild but most 
beautiful airs in the patois of the Riviera, 
which seems to be a very harmonious Ian- 
guage; but I think her Italian, when 
speaking, is quite perfect. Madame Sil- 
vesta told us that she knows the girl's 
uncles well — one of them is a perfumer in 
the Grand Place at Milan, and the other 
has a jeweller's shop at Florence. She has 
often been staying at both places ; but she 
had been chiefly with her father, who had 
a farm among the mountains. He died 
last year ; and her mother died when she 
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was quite a chfld. Poor little darling, I 
cannot think how she contrives to appear 
so very refined and ladj-like. She has 
now been with us a week, and the children 
dote upon her. Roland was rather shy 
with her at first, and she would scarcely 
look at him ; and nothing will induce her 
to sing when he is in the room. I see you 
smiling, and saying to your mother, * This 
wiQ not last — ^he will be sure to fall in love 
with such a charming creature.' But I 
cannot think he would be so foolish."* 

" Well, it does seem so," said Mrs. Fre- 
ville. " However, I suppose they must 
know best. And she does not mention 
the girl's age, so perhaps she may be much 
older than Roland — most likely she is,'* 
added Mrs. Preville, who always dreaded 
the fancies she observed her daughter in- 
dulged in, whenever she saw or heard much 
about any girl of the same age as her lost 
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child. This had been the case ever since 
she returned from India — ^whenever they 
took long drives, or when they travelled 
to London and back, or to the North; for 
Edith had often caught sight of' a child in 
the villages or towns they passed through, 
which reminded her of her own, merely 
from being of the same age ; and in some 
cases she was not satisfied without stopping 
to inquire who the parents were, and 
where they lived, 

Mrs. Freville felt inwardly convinced 
that Edith was unusually excited about 
the Italian girl, so she continued to say 
that of course the De Oonistons woidd 
never take a girl who was less than 
eighteen or nineteen. " They would never 
trust their little girls to one younger ; and 
that she would and must be a year at least 
older than Roland." 

" So tiresome of Lady De Coniston, for 
VOL. m. r 



I 



210 WON AT LAST. 

she says the girl looks both older and 
younger than her age, and never tells us 
what that age is; but she always does 
write so carelessly, and expects one to 
divine her meaning without expressing 
it." 

" Who is it that expects you to do this ?" 
inquired Colonel Morton, who came into 
the room at this moment. 

" Oh ! I am so glad you are come — ^here, 
read this. I will make no comment, but I 
shaU see by your face what you think of 
this letter." 

" Oh ! he is not so foolish as you are, 
my dear child, so I don't think his face 
will express anything very particular." 

" I see what it is," said Colonel Morton, 
when he had finished the letter, "you 
have taken it into your head that this 
wonderful girl is your Cornice singer, be- 
cause Lady De Coniston says her eyes are 
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like yours. Tou are always telling me 
about that beautiful girl, and asserting 
that her eyes are like your own ; but your 
mother never discovered the likeness." 

" No, indeed. I only know that she was 
very, very beautiful, and that my poor 
Edith was always reckoned plain— by every- 
body but yourself, fortunately for her." 

"And for me, too," said Colonel Mor- 
ton, as he kissed his wife's broad forehead ; 
while his handsome features beamed with 
loving reverence. " Tou are looking bet- 
ter to-day," he added ; " and I have just 
seen the doctor, who tells me that he thinks 
you may venture to go to England next week 
for a month or so, if we can bring you 
back to France, or somewhere in the South, 
before Christmas." 

Edith was delighted to hear this, for, 
like many invalids, she was longing for 
home, and more particularly wished to 

p2 
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visit Delamere Hall once more, lest it 
should be doomed to pass away from her 
own family. Her health continued to im- 
prove a little, and at the end of the follow- 
ing week they arrived in London. It was 
quite deserted, but 'at Lady Snowberry's 
request they passed a couple of days at her 
house. Both Mrs. Preville and Edith went 
to see Madame Frisette, but they found 
she had left London, for M. Prisette's ser- 
vices were in great request at Bath, then 
the fashionable resort for the great world ; 
but Edith found a letter awaiting her 
arrival, as M. Frisette, who always heard 
everything, had told his wife that Mrs. 
Morton was expected to pass through 
London. 

The vivacious little woman wrote in a 
state of great excitement about the im- 
pending trial. She was indignant at the 
conduct of her infamous relative, and of 
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the good-f or-notliiiig, ungrateful boy — ^the 
pretender, as she called him. She com- 
pletely gave him up, and would never 
speak to him again. She hoped, when the 
trial came on, to bring forward a witness 
to that base Jones's statement ; and would 
not she give it them all, right and left, 
from the witness-box? And M. Prisette 
was quite as indignant as herself, and did 
not fail to tell the rights of the case to all 
the ladies whose hair he dressed, and main- 
tained that there was not a shadow of truth 
in the story which the villains had made 
up about a marriage. He also described 
how ungrateful the boy and his real father 
had been after he had adopted the child, 
and suffered no end of losses from his mis- 
chievous propensities ; how he had broken 
the best figure in his shop, and spoilt the 
beautiful wigs, and spilt his best perfumes : 
he made no secret of anything. The 
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letter concluded with fervent expressions 
of good wishes for tlie success of the 
" right side.^ 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

rpHB same post brouglit the following 
•^ letter to Mrs. Morton from Lady De 
Ooniston : — 

'* Hdtel de Riviera, Spezzia. 

" Oh ! my dear Edith, such a misfortune I 
— who could ever have thought it possible ? 
— such a dreadful thing has happened ! I 
can scarcely hold my pen, or write intel- 
ligibly. How shall I ever tell it ? Poor 
dear Lord De Ooniston is broken-hearted, 
and yet he is so kind and good about it, 
and feels so much for the darling girl. I 
must say she has behaved beautifully — 
quite like an angel — she has left us on 
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purpose to be out of his way. How shall 
I ever describe it ? The boy Roland, all 
of a sudden, too — ^it must have been love 
at first sight ; and yet he did not seem to 
look at her, still less did she even raise her 
eyes to look at him. And I don't think 
they ever said two words to each other, till 
one evening, when I happened to see him 
standing outside the window here, a few 
days after our arrival, when she was sing- 
ing to us all in the sitting-room. I saw 
by the moonlight on his face a look I had 
never seen before ; and oh ! how handsome 
he appeared ! I was quite startled. Then 
little Lizzy asked the dear girl to take her 
out after the song was over, that she might 
look at the moon shining on the water. I 
don't know why I watched her so much, or 
why I allowed her to go out on the terrace 
with the child. It was very foolish of me, 
but I saw she did not expect him to be 
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there, by the way she consented to the 
child's request. I saw her lead the child 
down towards the shore at the bottom 
of our villa garden ; and then I saw 
Roland follow, and all three disappeared 
for a few minutes behind the trees. Lord 
De Coniston was not at home, and I was 
debating in my mind whether I should 
follow them, when I saw Lizzy run- 
ning back alone in fits of laughter, and 
a minute afterwards Chiarina appeared, 
looking very angry, crying, and wringing 
her hands. I was so puzzled to think what 
could have happened, that I went out to 
meet her. She ran up to me, and threw 
herself on her knees and said, ' Oh ! sig- 
nora, I must leave you — I must indeed ! 
Oh, how happy I was ! I shall never, 
never be happy again !' It was some time 
before I could understand what had dis- 
tressed her so much, and I don't think I 
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ever should have understood, if Lizzy had 
not stopped her laughter when she saw 
Ohiarina cry, and said, * It was because Ro- 
land said he loved her, and he tried to kiss 
her. Chiarina was so angry I was quite 
frightened ; and then, I don't know why, it 
made me laugh — ^I did not see why she 
should be so very furious with him/ 

**'Yes,' the poor girl said, 'what the 
signorina says is true; and oh ! to think that 
all my happiness is gone, and I must leave 
the dear, dear signora and the darling 
children ! I am but a poor contadina, but 
I know more about what is due to noble 
families than M. Roland. He thinks no 
harm, but milady and his father will never 
approve ; and I will go back to my uncle at 
Milan, and if I can get some lessons, I will 
consent to go and sing in public' This was 
as much as I could translate to myself of 
what she said in her beautiful Italian, be- 
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tween her sobs and tears, * No, I will not 
enter the house again. Please to let 
mademoiselle pack up my things, and I 
will go this minute to my relations at Mo- 
rence.' ' But you must wait to see Lord 
De Coniston — ^he would be miserable to 
find you gone when he returned home.' I 
had the greatest difficulty in making her 
come into the sitting-room again, and she 
would only do so on hearing my promise 
that she should not see Roland again. 

" ' But, signora,' she said, with a fresh 
burst of tears, * promise not to be angry 
with him, for I am sure he is very good, 
and did not think he was doing wrong. I 
am certain he did not. Oh, I saw by his 
face he meant no wrong.' 

" I sent the children off to bed, and then 
I determined not to lose sight of the poor 
dear girl till Lord De Coniston came home, 
for I was so afraid she would go away, and 
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that we miglit lose sight of her. I re- 
proached myseK very much afterwards for 
not having thought about Roland. But 
the fact is^ though I am ashamed to ac- 
knowledge it, I was very angry with him, 
for I am certain the darling girl gave him 
the reverse of any encouragement, and he 
had no right to startle the little thing by 
trying to kiss and make love to her ; so I 
took no thought of him at all, till Lord De 
Ooniston came home about ten o'clock, and I 
told him all about it, while I held Chiarina's 
hands in my own, lest she should go away. 
Lord De Ooniston was very angry too, for 
he admires and loves the little girl quite as 
much as I do ; and then he asked where 
Roland was. ' He went down towards the 
sea, when I cried and reproached him,' said 
Chiarina ; * and, oh 1 he looked so miser- 
able ; so please, milord, don't find fault with 
him— only just say he was very wrong and 
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forgot liis rank, and that I wiU never see 
him again/ 

" Here she sobbed and wrung her hands, 
and went on lamenting that such a misfor- 
tune should have happened. ' I wiU go 
instantly and search for him,' said Lord 
De Coniston. ' Yes, do,' said I. ' I won- 
der I did not think of that before.' ' Oh I 
yes — go,* said Chiarina, *for he said he 
•^/frould never be happy any more, if I would 
not try to care for him. Oh I go, please — 
quick; for if anything happens to him, it 
it is my fault V 

" Lord De Coniston then went out, and 
took James with him, who knows the 
neighbourhood well. They did not return 
all night, and I sat up by Chiarina's bed- 
side, for I insisted on her going to bed ; but 
she never slept, and only seemed to be 
praying,and herhandswereclasped together 
while her lips moved; and I would not 
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ispeak or move for fear of interrupting her, 
for I felt such beautiful, innocent prayers 
must save the boy from evil. But it was an 
awful night of suspense, and I began to- 
wards morning to imagine all kind of hor- 
rors, for you know how strong and vivid Ro- 
land's feelings are, and how he dreads blame. 
I remembered years ago how he ran away 
for awholeday, andgaveusmuch uneasiness, 
when he had done something wrong — ^but 
I wiU not harrow your feelings by telling 
all I imagined. At last, about seven in 
the morning, I heard a footstep outside our 
room, and found it was Lord De Coniston 
and, thank God, Roland with him ; but I 
scarcely recognised the dear boy's face, he 
looked ten years older, and his hair and 
clothes were dripping wet. I followed him 
to his room, to see that he put on dry 
things and went to bed, but I had suffi- 
cient presence of mind, for a wonder, to 
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tell Lord De Coniston to keep guard out- 
side tlie door of Chiarina's room lest slie 
should slip off while I was away. He pro- 
mised to do so, for he seemed quite to under- 
stand that she would wish to leave at once, 
and I saw the tears in his eyes as he placed 
his back against the poor girl's door, and 
he said, 

" ' Yes, go with poor Roland, and try to 
console him, for he is very, very penitent 
and miserable.' 

" Poor Roland threw his arm round my 
neck when I reached his room, and confess- 
ed how wrong he had been, and that he 
saw now he ought to have told his father 
how deeply he loved Chiarina before he 
ventured to say a word to herself. At the 
same time he gave me to understand that 
unless he should be allowed to marry her, 
if she could be persuaded to care for him, 
he would never marry at all, but be utterly 
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miserable all liis life ; in fact, he could not 
live without her. I found then that he al- 
ways Ustened to her singing outside the 
room, and from the very moment he saw her 
he was convinced he could never love any- 
one else. I tried to show him how young 
he was — ^they both were — for she was only 
fifteen, I believe, and that five or six years 
hence would be quite time enough for him 
to think about marrying. At last I per- 
suaded him to try to sleep, and promised 
that I would do aU I possibly could for 
Chiarina, to enable her to live without 
going on the stage. The impetuous boy 
said, ' If she enters a theatre, or performs 
in public, I will ' 

" * Stay,' I said, putting my hand before 
his mouth ; * don't think of that now, for 
you are in a high fever.' 

" No time before post goes for more, and 
so afraid you wiU scarcely understand this, 



WON AT LAST. 225 

for I am sucli a very bad letter-writer, and 
can never describe anything, even when talk- 
ing. I hope perhaps Clarissa will find 
some situation for the dear girl. We are to 
meet the Armingtons at Florence, and we 
are to be there next week. 

" P.S. — Lord De Coniston has advised me 
to take the dear girl and children at once 
to Florence, while he and Roland make a 
little excursion on foot by the mountain, 
and join us afterwards. I shall then con- 
sult Clarissa, who may perhaps engage 
Chiarina as companion to dear Susan War- 
burton; and, if not, I must see what kind of 
person her uncle the jeweller is ; in fact, I 
am determined not to lose sight of the 
darling till she is happily placed, so Lord 
De Coniston's plan is a very good one. 
Write to me at Florence by return of post, 
for nobody understands and feels for me 
as you do." 

VOL. m. Q 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

EDITH and lier husband read this letter 
together, and both agreed that the 
poor Italian girl would find a delightful 
home with Susan, and probably be of great 
comfort to the old sisters. 

"And, you see, after all, she is only 
fifteen, though you and my mother would 
have it that she must be eighteen, at least. 
Poor Roland 1 he has shown his good taste, 
at all events ; for, by their description, she 
must indeed be most fascinating, as well as 
good. What a pity the boy is so fascinated ! 
I always thought none of our formal, reserv- 
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•ed English girls would ever please Mm. I 
was certain he would, he must fall in love 
with an Italian ; his disposition is so much 
like his poor mother's. But I suppose, i£ 
she were ever so perfect, Lord De Coniston 
would never consent." 

" I am sure he would not," said Captain 
Morton. " Therefore Lady De Coniston is 
quite right to separate them at once ; and, 
in fact, has shown more common-sense than 
I gave her credit for." 

"Ah! you never quite appreciate her, 
I know; and then you were so annoyed 
with her for wishing Clarissa to marry her 
brother — and I must confess, too, that I 
did not approve of that. Poor Lord Dull- 
church, however, is much improved ; but 
still I am afraid he is silly and weak. Still, 
you must confess it is very natural that 
the sister should be most anxious for her 
brother's happiness." 

q2 
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The conversation was interrupted by the 
arrival of Mr. Smith, who had come to Lon- 
don to consult some eminent lawyer about 
the important trial. He looked worn and 
out of spirits, and it struck Edith that the 
kind lawyer was almost more anxious than 
her own family about the result. He was 
much thinner, and had worked so hard 
that she saw he really required rest. When 
she told him so, he said, with an old- 
fashioned bow, 

"Ah! Madam, you and your mother, 
and, I may say, the Captain too, are all 
heart, and your minds are so beautifully 
constituted that nothing but the loss of 
those you love seems to affect you deeply. 
I verily believe that, if it were not for your 
singular and most justifiable love for the 
old Hall itself you would scarcely care for 
the loss of such a princely fortune. In 
fact, I mean that if you could but hear 




WON AT LAST. 229 

tliat your poor little lost child was alive and 
well, you would be made more happy by 
that piece of good news than you would be 
if you knew that the trial was over, and that 
your family retained the ancient place." 

*' Of course we should," said Edith. 

"WeU, then, pardon me, Madam, for 
being professionally anxious, for my cKents 
are like children to me, who have none, 
and my temper is worried, I expect. Why, 
this claim is the most outrageous and most 
unjustifiable that can be imagined, and yet 
more than half the persons I meet with 
think it so strong, and believe that this 
young scoundrel is the real heir. Was 
ever anything so trying? I gave strict 
orders — and I begged Mr. Preville to see 
that they were carried out — that nobody 
was to be admitted across the moat on any 
pretext whatever, for there is no knowing 
what tricks they might not employ to gain 
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possession. I am glad you are going im- 
mediately — ^pray don't delay. Now I must 
wish you good morning. I must be off to 
tlie city.'' 

Tliey left London tlie next morning 
early, and reached Delamere Hall the fol- 
lowing afternoon. Mr. Freville met them 
at Suttonfields, where they went for a few 
minutes to see the Warburtons. 

Peggy was very ill, and obliged to keep 
her bed, and Susan looked anxious and 
worn. Edith gave her Lady De Coniston's 
two letters, and watched her countenance 
as she read the account of the beautiful 
Italian. 

" Ah ! I knew you would be interested 
in her," said Edith; "and you will like to 
have her, will you not ?" 

" Of course I shall, of all things. But 
how about Frampton Court ? You seem to 
forget how near it is, and how impossible.'^ 
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" Oh ! but they will remain abroad, I 
think, a long time — at least a year — and 
who knows what may turn up before they 
return?" 

" Well, then, I will write direct to Lady 

De Coniston at Florence, and tell her to 

send the poor girl to me when she likes, 

and perhaps Lord Armington may bring 

her." 

Edith was delighted at the prospect of 

having the poor girl so near her, and the 
idea revived her spirits so strangely that 
she felt confident everything, the trial and 
all, would turn out successfully. The trial 
would not come on tUl the following sea- 
son, owing to the number of witnesses who 
were in America and AustraL'a, and other 
reasons ; therefore the whole family deter- 
mined to enjoy the old place as long as 
they could, without thinking about the 
possible loss of it. So they continued to 
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live in tlio same sociable manner as for- 
merly, much to the surprise of some of the 
neighbours, who attributed their cheerful- 
ness either to stupid insensibility or over- 
confidence in the justice of their cause. 
Edith's health improved wonderfully, and, 
by keeping to one suite of south rooms 
when the weather was cold, she got through 
the Winter much better than her friends 
had expected. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

T ADY DE CONISTON'S plan for poor 
-■-^ Chiarina liad been so far successful 
that Clarissa and her mother were delight- 
ed to take her; and, as Lord Armington 
made no objection, it was arranged that 
she was to pass the Winter with them at 
Naples, and when they returned to Eng- 
land they were to take her to Susan War- 
burton, Clarissa took the greatest interest 
in her, and was able to teach her many 
things which would enable her, in case of 
necessity, to undertake the education of 
young girls. The De Conistons went to 
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Greece, after makmg a tour in Italy, as 
tliey thought the total novelty of country 
and language might help to distract Ro- 
land's mind from what Lord De Coniston 
continued to feel as a great misfortune. 

The boy was much altered, and looked 
ill, and never recovered his former high 
spirits, which alarmed his step-mother, and 
she often reproved her husband for what 
she gradually began to call a fatal preju- 
dice, until the latter became almost alarmed, 
and at a loss what course to pursue. His 
great ambition had been that his son 
should take high honours at the University, 
which his genius and extraordinary capacity 
for learning rendered not only probable, 
but, he imagined, easy of attainment. But 
now he saw that the boy was not by any 
means in a condition for regular study, 
still less for a University life. In his 
present highly excited state it would never 
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do, for if lie were left without tlie ever- 
present influence of his own family, to 
whom he was so warmly attached, he might 
be utterly ruined. 

Clarissa often wrote to Lady Arming- 
ton, and her letters were filled with praise 
of Ohiarina. The girl's influence over 
everyone who came near her was wonder- 
ful, an influence that always seemed to 
cheer and put them in good humour with 
everything. She was the only person who 
could manage the perverse and unruly 
Lord Dundledrum ; whenever that precious 
youth indulged in fits of anger, Ohiarina 
was always sent for, and her success in 
calming his temper, and talking or singings 
him into good humour, was extraordinary. 

Lord Armington was most fully con- 
vinced of her usefulness and merits, and 
declared that it would be impossible to 
part with her till their son went ta 
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scIlooI ; and that^ Lady Armington declared, 
would never be. Clarissa remarked tliat 
her motlier was never jealous of the affec- 
tion the girl seemed to excite in every- 
one ; and yet Lady Armington was often 
very jealous of those persons whom her 
husband liked or admired. After one of 
the letters, in which Clarissa described 
how tenderly the girl had nursed Lord 
Dundledrum through an infectious fever, 
which even the bo/s parents had been 
afraid to catch, Lady De Coniston broke 
forth, and uttered thoughts and feelings 
which had been smouldering for months, 
unexpressed, because she feared they would 
clash against her husband's strong preju- 
dices. She declared it was quite a sin to 
let the boy pine away, and lose all chance 
of being fitted for his position, by continu- 
ing to oppose his attachment. They might 
not marry for years, and perhaps the girl 
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would never return his love; but slie 
thought he ought, after so long a trial of 
his patience and constancy, to let him 
hope, and allow him to see her again. 

Lord De Coniston looked very grave, 
but he seemed less startled by her words 
than she had expected. He said nothing 
for several days, but she saw he was deep- 
ly revolving something in his mind. Then, 
one morning, she saw a strange look of 
hope on Eoland's face, in place of the 
habitual despondency; he took out his 
long-neglected sketch-book, and brought 
home the first view he had taken since 
Chiarina went — -U most able sketch of the 
Temple of Paestum, which was, as their 
Italian courier remarked, " tale quale — ma 
piu beUo" 

Lady De Coniston perceived the change 
with great delight, but she was wise enough 
to say nothing ; nor did she appear sur- 
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prised when, the f oUowing morning, Lord 
De Coniston announced his intention of 
leaving Greece, and going to spend the 
Spring in the neighbourhood of Naples. 
She saw that there was a slight twinkle of 
fun in his eyes, although he looked grave 
when he asked her whether she did not 
agree with him that it would be very- 
pleasant. 

" The Armingtons," he went on to say, 
^' have taken a villa near CasteUamare, I 
hear by to-day's post, and Lord Arming- 
ton's description of the scenery, which 
seems to have made the old fellow quite 
romantic, makes me think we shall all 
enjoy it. But don't write to Lady Arming- 
ton," he added, as he saw his wife approach 
her writing-table, " for we shall get there 
as soon as your letter, I hope, and the 
surprise of seeing us walk into their rooms 
will be very pleasant for all parties. Lord 
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Armington says the little Italian girl has 
been very ill from over-exertion in attend- 
ing upon his son/' 

Eoland was in the room while this was 
said, and Lady De Coniston looked round 
with the greatest curiosity and astonish- 
ment to see what effect his father's extra- 
ordinary words produced on his mind. 
The boy was radiant with delight, and she 
gathered that her husband not only sanc- 
tioned his love, but intended to sanction 
an engagement between them. 

They all sailed by the mail-packet for 
Naples next morning, and, as the weather 
was fine, they enjoyed the passage along 
the coast of the Mediterranean beyond 
measure. Lady De Ooniston felt as if a 
heavy load were removed from her mind, 
for ever since they had parted from the 
poor girl a dull kind of anxiety and ennui 
seemed to have pervaded all they said and 
did. 
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They landed at Naples one fine morning 
towards the end of April, and after leaving 
the younger children and servants at the 
hotel, the De Oonistons, with their son, 
drove at once to Oastellamare. But as 
they approached that lovely spot, Boland, 
who had hitherto said nothing to Ijis mo- 
ther about what he well knew was the 
object of their visit, suggested that he 
should walk the remainder of the way. 

" I dare not see her," he whispered to 
Lady de Ooniston, " after having offended 
her so deeply, tiU you — —oh I if you would 
explain that I am not guilty — ^that I never 
wished to induce her to love me, unless — 
unless — ^you know very well what to ^ay, but 
I am certain you will find great diflBiculty, 
for she has such an extremely low opinion 
of herself." 

"Yes, I know," said Lady De Oonis- 
ton; "and that we may not easily per- 
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suade her of the sincerity of our wishes for 
you." 

" Well, then, you may get out," said his 
father with a smile, "and keep a sharp 
look-out lest she should run away out of 
the house, if she hears you are coming into 
it." 

This was no unnecessary precaution, as 
they afterwards found ; for the little Ohia- 
rina, with whom they had an interview up- , 
stairs, in Clarissa's morning boudoir (after 
they had had some talk with the Arming- 
tons in their drawing-room), was so Utterly 
ashamed at seeing them that at first she 
shrunk away, and could not believe that 
they could be glad to see her. By degrees 
Lady De Ooniston, at her husband's sug- 
gestion, explained the motive of their visit ; 
and for a moment they saw a look of in- 
tense joy glisten in her eyes, but the next 
moment she burst into tears and exclaimed, 
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" No, no, it is impossible I I will not be 
the means of disgracing your old family. 
Indeed — indeed it is impossible !" 

" Wait till you hear what our son says,** 
said Lord De Ooniston, as he tried to take 
her hand. But she drew it away and 
said, 

" No, I will not — I cannot see him ! I 
am convinced you cannot really wish him 
to love me." 

Lady De Coniston then tried to explain 
how unwell their son had been, and how 
he neglected all his previous studies and 
pursuits. Then she brightened a little 
and said, 

"Ah, I understand now; if you really 
think it is for his good, then let him — ^let 
him — ^No, not hope, but remember how 
much I want him to be happy, and to please 
you in every way ; tell him to study, as I am 
doing now, thanks to Miss Fairleigh's great 
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kindness. He is so young tliat many yeaxs 
ouglit to pass before lie makes his choice ; 
let him not engage himself to me, only tell 
him that if, after he has studied and taken 
the — ^what is it ? — degrees — at College, 
which Miss Fairleigh tells me is requisite 
for a noble race — then, if he still likes me, 
I " 

" But you win see my poor boy ?" said 
Lord De Coniston, in a voice of such plead- 
ing softness that she threw herself on 
her knees, and thanked him for his kind- 
ness. 

"Do with me what you will. I trust 
and will try to think you know best what 
will make your son happy — ^be most for 
his good; but I should — oh I so much — pre- 
fer that he should not be engaged. Grant 
me this one request, for I feel so deeply 
that it would be far better for him to be 
free. He is too young to know well yet 
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whom he could love all his life — ^too youngs 
— ^much too young." 

" Perhaps so : yet he is at least three years 
older than you are, my little wise old lady, "'^ 
said Lord De Coniston, who was more and 
more struck with the extreme wisdom, as 
well as unselfishness, shown in all she 
said. 

"But will you not see hiin?" inquired 
Lady De Coniston, who became 'every mo- 
ment more interested in the strange ro- 
mance, and anxious for its happy termi- 
nation. 

"I think better not — at least for one 
year," said Ohiarina, after a few moments' 
deep thought. "I will learn and make 
myself as equal as I can to seem as good 
English lady as yourself. Miss Fairleigh 
is going to give me masters for all I can 
learn — she say it is a pleasure to her. I 
hope I am right in accepting her kindness ; 
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and her friend in England, Miss Warbur- 
ton, wishes me to come there when Milady 
returns home ; and she do tell me of the 
dear Susan — ^she will help to do me good, 
and make me useful." 

"Of course we shall help to forward 
jour education by all means in[our power," 
said Lady De Coniston ; " but I don't think 
our poor son will be satisfied without see- 
ii^g you now, if it is only for a short inter- 
view." 

" We will see," said Lord De Coniston. 
^' He would not venture to ask for an in- 
terview tiU we had explained aU our views, 
and I will now go and ask him whether he 
will be content to obey your orders." 

Lord De Coniston then went out into 
the garden, and soon descried Koland 
walking near some orange-trees outside 
the gardens, on a height that overlooked 
the sea. The boy was deadly pale, but 
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the moment he caught sight of his father's 
kind though agitated face, his hopes re- 
yiyed, aiidhe ran down the hiU aad kissed 
his hand with grateful joyousness, and 
stammered out, 

" Can she ever love me ?" 

"She does indeed, I can see; but she 
refuses to allow you to enter into any 
engagement, and thinks it would be better 
that you should not meet for a year." 

" Oh ! let me see, let me speak to her, if 
only for one short hour, and I will submit 
to anything she wishes. Oh! father, let 
me see her in your or mother's presence, if 
— ^if she wishes ; but I must, indeed I must 
see her once more, and then I will do all 
you wish, and proceed at once to Oxford ; 
and indeed I shall then try to be worthy of 
her— of you. Let me see her before — be- 
fore I visit the Armingtons, if possible. 
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Could you not persuade her to come up to 
this beautiful orange grove, and ^^ 

" I will try," said Lord De Coniston, as 
he went quickly towards the villa. 

Eoland watched in breathless anxiety, 
as if his whole life depended upon seeing 
her once again. In a few minutes, which 
seemed to him days or years, he saw his 
parents come through the garden, and, oh I 
joy, his father led the blushing girl by the 
hand. She did not look up, but walked 
slowly across the garden, and, though still 
held by Lord De Coniston's hand, seemed 
by her gestures to endeavour to draw him 
back. 

Eoland scarcely knew whether he should 
run down to meet them or remain where 
he was. They approached ; the trees and 
sky swam before his eyes ; he heard no- 
thing that his father said; and then he 
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seemed to lose all consciousness, till he felt 
that she was by his side, and that they 
were alone under the shade of the orange- 
trees. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

A YEAR has passed since that day, and 
-^-^ the Delamere claim is being tried in 
London. The greatest excitement pre- 
vailed among aU ranks, and for many years 
the Court had never been so crowded. 
During the first month the numerous bets 
laid in favour of the young Plantagenet ap- 
peared likely to be won, for it seemed im- 
possible to produce any evidence to prove 
positively that no marriage had taken 
place. The Frevilles had nothing to bring 
against the overwhelming evidence of a 
real marriage except old Mr. Dalton's 
declaration to his grand-daughter, that he 
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had never been outside Delamere Hall, and 
was never at Drayton Church in his life- 
Of course Edith was obliged to appe»* in 
the witness-box, and make the declaration, 
and Mrs. Frisette and her maid, as wit- 
nesses to prove that John Swindledrift 
had dressed up Mr Raymond to represent 
old Mr. Dalton at the wedding. But they 
had no means of finding John Swindledrift 
himself, to prove his own handwriting, and 
even Mrs. Frisette's eager explanation and 
appeal to the justice of her case produced 
very little effect. 

After Edith appeared as witness, and 
her husband and mother, as well as Nurse 
Ayres and Nelly, had given evidence about 
old Mr. Dalton's last words, in which he 
bequeathed all his possessions to his daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Freville, they returned to Dela- 
mere Hall. It seemed useless to remain, 
as they could do no good, and Edith wished 
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to spend as mucli time in the old place as 
tlie law would allow her to do, in case it 
was decided against her mother. She 
seemed to love the old place more and 
more, and all the fancies and mysterious 
feeling about it which haunted her child- 
hood and youth revived more vividly than 
ever. Would it be possible to purchase 
the house and park ? was a question she 
often asked herself, but until her return 
there, after witnessing a great part of the 
trial, she never uttered this wish, even to 
her husband. But the day after their arri- 
val Captain Morton received a letter from 
Charles Lethbridge, from whom he had 
not heard for more than a year, in which 
he said that he intended to return to Eng- 
land in a few weeks, that he had been most 
successful in his last speculation, and that 
he wished to purchase an estate in Eng- 
land. 
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" Oh ! could lie not buy Delamere 7* ex- 
-claimed Edith, as she read the passage. 
^* I am sure that Master Flantagenet wOl 
never care for it.'' And she sat down im- 
mediately to write to the address he gave, 
which was Genoa. 

Lord De Coniston and his feunily had 
not yet returned to England, but were ex- 
pected the next month at Frampton Courf^ 
where their son wished to pass the long 
vacation. He had been studying hard at 
Oxford, and all his friends expected that 
he would take the highest degree in 
honours. 

Boland had not seen Chiarina since their 
one hour's interview in the orange grove 
at Castellamare, but they corresponded, 
and she was expected soon to arrive in 
England with the Armingtons, and Clarissa 
promised to bring her, the moment they 
reached London, to Susan Warburton's. 
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Edith heard, on her return to Delamere, 
that Susan was expecting them to arrive 
at any moment, for Clarissa's last letter 
was dated from Paris, and she said that 
she should not write again, for if the sea 
should happen to be smooth when they 
reached Calais, they would cross immedi- 
ately. Yet her mother was such a coward 
at sea, and suffered so much, they might 
be detained there perhaps a 'week or more. 

Edith was enchanted to hear that the 
beautiful Italian of whom she heard so 
much was really coming at last. Ever since 
Lady De Coniston had written the first 
letter, describing her beauty and charms, 
Edith had longed, with an eagerness which 
often startled herself, to behold the won- 
derful girl. She had always been possess- 
ed with the idea that Ohiarina must be the 
beautiful singer of the Cornice, but, when- 
ever she mentioned this, everyone exclaim- 
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ed that it was more than improbable, par- 
ticularly as they heard that Chiarina Glo- 
velli's nearest relatives lived in Milan and 
Florence. 

Nurse Ayres, who was now ninety-three 
years old, had been very ill since her 
journey to London and back, to appear 
as witness. She was so extremely vexed 
at hearing that the result of the trial wotdd 
probably be to deprive her adored Dela- 
mere family of the old Hall and estates, 
that she took to her bed the day she came 
home, and had not risen from it since. 
During the last two years she had been 
quite blind, but her mind was as active as 
ever, and her memory and hearing remain- 
ed perfect. Edith went every day with 
either her husband or mother to sit by the 
dear old woman's bedside, and endeavour 
to cheer her failing spirits. 

One day, about a fortnight after Edith's 
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return, she was sitting in the nurse's cot- 
tage, when they heard a carriage drive up 
to the door ; and, when Edith looked through 
the lattice, she saw Susan Warburton, with 
Clarissa and — could that beautiful girl be 
—yes, it must be Chiarina; and with a 
bound of joy she discovered that it was 
actually the singer of the Cornice, whose 
features she remembered so well. Without 
eaying a word to Susan or poor Clarissa, 
whom she had not seen for more than two 
years, she rushed up to the stranger and 
clasped her in her arms. 

" I knew it 1" she exclaimed — " I was 
sure you could be no other than the girl 
we saw on the Cornice, beyond St. Remo." 

"It is indeed, and I remember — oh I 
how often I have thought of your dear, 
kind face, and longed to see it again ! I 
have dreamt of you by night, and thought 
of and prayed for you every day." 
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not related to my so-called father, the good 
farmer, Pietro CloveHL" 

'^Bat this Abbess, as yoa sav, has some 
things belonging to the Zingara." 

" Yes, and perhaps if you would write 
and inquire she would say what they are, 
and why they were kept so mysteriously.'' 

^^Did you ever see them, my darling 
child r^ 

" They were not of any value, I think. 
I have some recollection of a little baby's 
blue shoe and a dress, but I don't know 
why they were kept so beautifully ." 

" Oh, how strange ! — because I have the 
fellow-shoe— here it is. I have carried it 
and this bit of muslin near my heart for 
fifteen years,'' said Edith, as she took out 
of a morocco leather case the little shoe 
which she herself had knitted. 

" Yes, I think it was like that, and the 
dress too-— it is of the same pattern.'* 
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Madame," she said, with a slightly foreign 
accent. 

"Let me feel your face, for I think it 
must be as lovely as hers, for your hands 
have the same soft kind Delamere touch. 
I am sure it's one of the family." 

Chiarina held down her head, and placed 
the nurse's withered hands on her pretty 
cheeks, which were glowing with excite- 
ment and pleasure. 

The nurse eagerly felt all her features, 
and then with a look of intense expectation 
passed her hand over the girl's forehead, 
and felt under the rich auburn tresses that 
clustered round her head. 

Edith now divined the meaning of her 
search, and, with the dawn of a hope that 
seemed to deprive her of all power to move 
or think, or even to assist in finding the 
mark which they both had for years wish- 
ed and prayed to find, she stood statue- 
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like, tin the nurse uttered a crj of joy Uiafe 
rung tliFOugh and beyond the cottage with 
a startling sound. 

^^ God be praised!'' she said, "that Ihave 
lived to see this day ! Here, Miss Edith, is 
your long-lost child ! I find the Delamere 
cross on her head.'' 

Chiarina had often heard Clarissa speak 
of her oldest friend, Mrs. Morton, and 
mourn over the strange loss of her only 
child, so she knew at once who was meant, 
and why that dear lady held her now in 
such a blissful and loving embrace. 
Captain Morton came in at the moment, and 
soon understanding the meaning of the 
strange scene, with a sudden outburst of 
intense joy he also clasped his child in his 
arms. 

" Then I am not a Zingara's child, as I 
used sometimes to think ; but I am not 
worthy of such — oh ! such dear parents," 
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said Chiarina, as she gazed on her father 
and mother through the tears of joy that 
ahnos t blinded her eyes. " But is this really 
the mark you know me by ? It is far, far 
too great happiness ! Are you sure that 
your child would have that mark ? Oh, how 
delightful it would be ! — and stay — ^there 
might be some other sign. Our good Mother 
Abbess at St. Remo has some things in a 
casket that was given to her, to keep for 
me, by Sister Theresa when she died. They 
belonged to the Zingara, who they said 
could never learn Italian." 

" A Zingara ? Who was she ?" inquired 
Captain Morton. 

**I don't know, but I have often 
suspected there was some strange mystery 
about her ; but she died when I was only 
about four years of age, and I have never 
had a valid reason for supposing that I was 
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at the threatened loss of Delamere. She 
stopped to gaze as they approached, with, 
the sad sinking of a loving heart when it 
begins at last to fear that the prayer of 
many years may not be granted. 

" I be not worthy of it," she said sadly, 
as she shook her head, while the tears 
gathered in her eyes, and with feebler steps 
than when we saw her last, she began to 
descend the winding stair. 

But what sound is that which reaches 
her ears? A joyous shout seemed to 
pierce the air even to her far-distant 
tower, and looking out through the narrow 
window of the next landing, she saw the 
postilion and outriders waving their caps 
with joyful huzzahs as the carriage ap- 
proached quickly the ancient gateway. 

It was a spontaneous burst of joy, to 
give notice of good news to those within ; 
and, for the first moment, Nelly imagined 
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that the great trial must be over, and the 
victory won. But the next instant her 
cheek and lips grew white, and she dashed 
down the winding stairs, almost breaking 
her neck; for had she not seen a young 
girl in the carriage just like what her own 
lost darling should be, with the broad fore- 
head and dark eyes of her mother, and the 
smile of her father, looking up with eager 
delight — now into the face of Mrs. Morton, 
whose arm was round her, now at the 
grand old pile of building, as its beauties 
came more fully into view. 

Nelly arrived in the great hall as the 
party entered it, and, white as a ghost, 
with trembling steps, she hastily approach- 
ed Chiarina, and, without speaking a word, 
lifted the auburn hair, and saw the Dela- 
mere cross above her left temple. 

" Oh ! then the Lord be praised that I 
have lived to see this day!" exclaimed 
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mations of joyful welcome; aU pressed 
forward from different parts of the house 
to see the beautiful girl. 

At last they found Mrs. Freville in the 
great banqueting-ioom, where she was ar- 
ranging some flowers, and beginning to 
wonder what all the extraordinary and 
most unusual sounds could mean. By this 
time the crowd of servants was increased 
by the garden and stable people, and they 
all had the dehght of seeing their loved 
young mistress lead her daughter up to her 
wondering grandmother. Mrs. Freville's 
hands were full of the choicest flowers, and 
as she clasped her arms round Chiarina's 
neck, the roses and sweet orange-blossoms, 
fell in showers over Chiarina's dress, which 
graceful accident produced new cheers and 
hurrahs. 

But not until Mrs. Freville had caught 
sight of Clarissa, who had drawn back in 



266 WON AT LAST. 

Nelly, bursting into tears, as she threw 
herself at the feet of the wondering girl, 
and, seizing her hand, kissed it again and 
again. 

What a day that was ! Mr. Freville had 
gone to Minsterton, as Edith knew; but 
as the carriage passed under the gateway, 
and over the moat bridge, she looked out 
for her mother, who often walked on the 
little terraced garden at that hour. She 
was not there, but Edith had the pleasure 
of witnessing her new-found daughter's 
admiration of Delamere, and hearing her 
expressions of delight in Italian and Eng- 
lish, while they joyfully searched for Mrs. 
Freville all through the beautiful restored 
rooms. 

The news had spread far and wide. The 
old servants and numerous retainers shout- 
ed and hurrahed and uttered frantic excla- 
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f eU in showers over Chiarina's dress, which 
graceful accident produced new cheers and 
hurrahs. 

But not until Mrs. Freville had caught 
sight of Clarissa, who had drawn back in 
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order to allow the servants a full sight of 
the heiress, did it occur to her that the 
beautiful girl was the Chiarina of whom 
she had heard so much. She then identi- 
fied in her the singer of the Cornice, and 
the wonderful girl who had refused the 
engagement to Roland Frampton. 

Susan now suggested that she must take 
Clarissa home to her sister, as she felt that 
after so much excitement the mother and 
daughter should be left quite alone toge- 
gether, but Edith said they must stay to 
witness Mr. Freville's delight, for he would 
soon be returning home. 

By this time the housekeeper had routed 
out a number of ancient banners and 
flags, which the servants placed with joyful 
shouting on the towers and battlements, 
while they carried off others to be placed 
on the park lodges, to the surprise and de- 
light of the old people who lived in them, 
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who, however, deserted them for the rest 
of the day, for they longed to see the 
young mistress, and went up to the Hall 
to behold with their own eyes the long- 
lost child. There came also aU the in- 
habitants of the village, so that by the 
time Mr. Freville came to the Minsterton 
Boad Lodge he found it deserted by aU but 
an old woman who was bed-ridden, and 
who, her mind being completely gone, could 
give him no explanation of the Delamere 
banner that floated over the gateway. Then 
as he proceeded along the road he observ- 
ed a multitude of people running in the 
direction of the Hall, as if their lives de- 
pended upon reaching it, or as if a prize 
awaited the one who should reach it first. 
Then as he came in sight of the Hall he saw 
the Delamere flag on the towers, and hats 
thrown up in the air. Of course his curi- 
osity was so strongly excited that he dash- 
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ed on and tried to reach the crowd. When 
they saw him the shouts redoubled, but still 
no explanation of the mystery could be ob- 
tained till he reached the outer lodge, 
where the old porter, with tears of joy, 
which almost choked his utterance, tried to 
explain that his grandchild, the long-lost 
heiress of his house, had come. 

Clarissa, who had been watching from 
the drawing-room window, was the first to 
see the stately old Squire cross the bridge, 
and she ran down to greet him at the foot 
of the stairs, and explain the wonderful 
event. He then headed the procession, 
which wound up the grand stair-case, and 
the foremost of the multitude had the addi- 
tional pleasure of seeing the Squire meet 
his grandchild. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

QUSAN WARBURTON has at last in- 
^^ sisted on driving home with Clarissa, 
after promising to come the next morning 
early; and Edith, after allowing aU the 
people full opportunity of feasting their 
eyes on her child, is at last left alone with 
her in her own apartment. 

Chiarina saw that her mother was ex- 
hausted from the excitement— for intense 
joy does for the moment take more out of 
one even than sorrow. They had dined in 
the banqueting-hall, although there were 
only their own five selves, at the old but- 
ler s earnest entreaty, in order to allow 



272 WON AT LAST. 

the numbers of people who liad not yet 
seen Ohiarina, to have that opportunity 
now ; and they all behaved so well under 
Nelly's energetic guidance, who made them 
pass on quickly to allow others to approach, 
that they were not inconvenienced by the 
crowd. 

But after eight o'clock the great gates 
were shut, and the crowd, after liberal re- 
freshment, went quickly back to their own 
homes. Edith had chosen for her child the 
room next her own, of which the walls 
were covered with a beautiful light brocade, 
and at an early hour she brought her there, 
and, assisted by Nelly, had the inexpress- 
ible joy of undressing and putting her 
to bed. NeUy insisted that she must 
sleep in the room which joined it on the 
other side, for she declared that she would 
never be induced to "lose sight of the 
beautiful darlint again." 
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piper, wWs my own cousin by the father's 
side, twice removed, to come over from 
Killamey ; and sure well dance a raal Irish 
jig, we will, in the great hall." 

Nelly's imagination and tongue continu- 
ed to run wild for some minutes, and then, 
seeing her lady was quite tired, she left the 
room. 

But Edith was too happy to sleep, so she 
sat down at her writing-table to finish the 
letter she had that morning begun to 
Charles Lethbridge. The letter would, 
she knew, reach him as he passed along 
the Cornice, and she asked him to call 
at the Convent of San Remo, and ask 
for the little packet left in charge of the 
Mother Abbess, belonging to C. Cldvelli. 
She also asked him to inquire at her reput- 
ed uncle's for whatever particulars he could 
find relating to the child. The rest of her 
letter contained an account of all that Cla- 
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rissa had done for the child. She expatiated 
enthusiastically on her extreme kindness. 
She had spared no pains or expense in 
educating and rendering Chiarina worthy 
to be the wife of Lord De Coniston's only 
son. " She has been more than a mother to 
the dear girl," wrote Edith, "and I can never 
be sufficiently grateful to her for her kind- 
ness. Never was such a perfect character as 
dear Clarissa has become ; she seems to 
have no self, but hves entirely for others." 

This letter reached Charles Lethbridge 
just as he was leaving Genoa, and he read 
that part about Clarissa with an interest 
which sfartled him. 

" I thought I had quite recovered from 
the fatal dream," he thought ; and yet he 
could not help thinking of her as he travel- 
led alone through the beautiful country, 
and, by the time he ireached Mentone, his 

t2 
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resolve of nerer seeing her again began to 
waver. 

He intended to write that evenings to 
tell Edith of the search he had made abont 
her child's history, but first looked into the 
English papers, which he had not seen for 
the last month, and read the report of the 
" intended marriage of Lord Dnllcharch to 
the beautifol and accomplished Miss Fair* 
leigh, daughter of the Countess of Arming, 
ton, by her first husband, Mr. Fairleigh, 
of Prampton Grange." 

"Ah! I knew that it would be. Of 
course she cannot care for me, after all 
these long fifteen years.'' 

He was more annoyed and depressed 
than he liked to acknowledge, and doubted 
whether he would not go back to the West 
Indies, instead of returning to England. 
But he longed to see, his old and dearest 
friend, Captain Morton, and Edith, and his 
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sisters once more ; but, after having done 
so, lie would certainly leave England again. 
Having made this firm determination, 
which he deemed extremely wise, he won- 
dered several times, during his very hurried 
journey to England, why he was so anxious 
to reach it, but reconciled himself to the 
proceeding by reflecting that he was carry- 
ing the important news to the Mortons 

« 

which he had gathered from the good nuns, 
and which was too long, he now thought, 
to write in a letter. 

When he arrived at Dover he found 
everyone in a state of great excitement 
about the Delamere trial, and was by turns 
amused and angry at hearing the com- 
ments of the waiters, who declared that 
the rightful heir, who had been so shame- 
fully deprived of his inheritance for sixteen 
years, and more, was now sure to be rein- 
stated in his rights. 



I 
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Lethbridge looked with great curiosity 
in the papers, and found, to Ids dismajr, 
that this was the prevailing opinion. He 
resolved to st^*t by that night's mail, that 
he might be in time to attend the trial the 
next day, before he went to Delamere Hall. 
He would then, at any rate, be able to 
convey the latest news to the Mortons. 

On arriving at the Court the next day^ 
he found it already so crowded that it was 
almost impossible to enter the building. 
There seemed to be great excitement also, 
evenoutside, for it was rumoured that a most 
important witness had just arrived fronti 
America, with the celebrated hairdresser, M. 
Frisette, who had adopted the young claim- 
ant, Mr. Flantagenet Dalton^ and that the 
latter was now sure to win. On inquiry of 
a gentleman with whom he was formerly 
slightly acquainted, Lethbridge found that 
the great hairdresser had married a Miss 
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Swindledrift, aunt to the claimant, that the 
boy had been brought up by them, and 
that M. Frisette had left his most lucrative 
employment during the whole season, and 
had gone off with his wife to search for the 
important witness, of course in the bo/s 
favour. 

"He is sure to be well paid by the 
claimant," said the gentleman, "otherwise 
he would not have given up the profits of 
the whole season, and driven all the young 
ladies to despair. I have heard nothing 
but complaints on the loss of the great 
hairdresser all through the season." 

As Lethbridge knew nothing of any 
hairdresser, and had heard nothing except 
that some mysterious person claimed the 
Delamere property, he was none the wiser, 
although his fears on his friends' account 
were considerably increased. At last he 
and his old acquaintance succeeded in get* 
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ting into the Court, just after tiiis new and 
important witness liad been examined b/ 
Mr. FreviDe's counsel, and, to their great 
surprise, an entire change seemed to have 
taken place in consequence of his rerela- 
tion. Lethbridge heard people say, some 
with delight, and others with ill-disgused 
vexation, that all was over for the claimant^ 
unless the cross-examination now about to 
take place for the claimant's side should 
invalidate his statements. A bystander 
pointed out M. and Madame Frisette, 
who had brought this witness, John Swin* 
dledrift, into court, and, to his infinite 
surprise, Lethbridge recognised in Madame 
Frisette Clarissa's former maid. The sight 
of her still handsome face recalled the 
happiest and most painful scenes of his 
life, and for a few minutes the past was so 
vividly present to his mind that he could 
scarcely hear, still less attend to, what was 
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going on. He remembered Hs first love, 
the only woman lie had ever thought it 
possible to care for, his delight at finding his 
affection returned, and then the bitter dis- 
appointment of discovering his adored idol 
to be utterly worthless ; — ^no, he could never, 
never forget her baseness. But why had 
that worthless maid, who he well knew had 
helped to pervert the mind of his Clarissa 
•—why had she and her husband sacrificed 
the profits of a whole season to bring a wit- 
ness on the other side, who seemed to bid 
fair utterly to convict the impostors, and 
ruin the cause of their adopted son ? It 
had been supposed that they would secure 
high rewards for their services, were he to 
be successful in his claim to the Delamere 
estatqs. What could be the meaning of 
it ? He was so puzzled that he now en- 
deavoured to attend to the cross-examina- 
tion. But there seemed to be no flaw in 
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the evidence ; all the tact of the best and 
wittiest cross-examiner was unable to 
elicit the slightest contradiction to the 
statement the witness had made, and the 
paper he had himself signed and given to 
Madame Frisette when hQ left England 
fourteen years before. 

His account was also corroborate by 
that of his cousin, Francis Swindledrifty 
who declared that he had been present and 
signed his name as witness to the mar- 
riage ; and he added that, during the cere- 
mony, he felt convinced beyond a doubt 
that the man who had been so cleverly 
dressed up by John was the reputed Mrs. 
Dalton's lover, Jonas Smith, afterwards 
called Mr. Eaymond, and that this man 
was the father of the child who was bom 
four months after the pretended marriage, 
for they went abroad directly, and never 
went near old Mr. Dalton again. 
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Madame Prisette was then called, and 
her maid Annie Dolland, and James 
Snook, who both identified John Swindle- 
drift as the stranger whose statement they 
had been called on by their mistress to- 
see, and to which declaration they had 
signed their names. 

" It's all over with the boy," were the 
words that reached Lethbridge's ears, ut- 
tered by some who had large bets in his 
favour, and who were, of course, bitterly 
disappointed; while M. Prisette and his 
wife were alternately cheered and hissed as 
they passed out of the Court and entered 
their hackney-coach. 
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Hall, and, without stopping anywhere on 
the road, reached it the next afternoon. 

As he drove up to the Minsterton Lodge, 
the gate was opened by an old woman, 
who, he well remembered, had lived in one 
of the cottages near Frampton Court, and, 
of course, he paused for a moment to give 
her the good news. She listened eagerly, 
and then she called to her children, and 
begged them to run to the farther village 
to carry them the glad tidings, for she 
said, 

" They have been beside themselves for 
the last month — ^nothing but tears and 
woeful lamentations ever since they heard 
it was all going against ourselves; and 
what should we ever have done if we had 
lost ? There would not have been a dry 
eye for miles round ; but now I do believe 
we'll aU cry for joy — ^leastways I, for I 
can scarcely see your handsome face 
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through my own tears ; and we will have 
all the ancient banners and flags up again 
which we had when our dear Miss was 
found, God bless her !" 

The postilion drove at a furious pace 
through the park, and dashed over the 
bridge in reckless haste, and through the 
echoing courtyard. 

" Hurrah ! the trial is over !" cried he 
(he came from the "Delamere Arms" at 
Minsterton) ; and Lethbridge called out 
the good news to the old butler, while, not 
wishing to be announced, he dashed up 
stairs, in search of the inmates. But as he 
had never been inside the old place, he 
soon lost himself, and ran through the 
long gallery and state-rooms, calling out 
loudly as he went, " Hurrah ! — ^where are 
you all? Alfred Morton, Mr. Freville, 
everybody — ^where are you ?" 

At last he found his way to the dining- 
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room, where the family party, with two or 
three neighbours, were at dinner. In the 
midst of his hearty greeting and joyful 
intelligence, he discerned a taU figure at 
the far-end of the table, which for a mo- 
ment made him turn pale, and the words 
of joy died on his lips. Edith was the 
first to divine his thoughts, and watched 
with a mingling of hope and fear that 
for a moment made her even almost forget 
her own great joy. 

Clarissa did not appear to be so much 
moved or agitated, but she held Susan 
Warburton's hand, as if she wished to be 
guided by her in greeting the man who 
had once been her betrothed husband. 
Susan, who naturally wished not to be 
backward in welcoming her old friend, 
drew the shrinking girl gently forward 
as he approached, and shook hands with 
Lethbridge. He greeted her warmly, 
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and then she scarcely ventured to look; 
but she felt poor Clarissa tremble oa her 
arm, and heard that she endeavoured to 
express the pleasure she felt at his return. 

"She is too self-possessed," thought 
Lethbridge, who could not find a word to 
say ; but he took Clarissa's hand, and held 
it for a moment in his own. " Of course 
she's engaged to that silly lord," he 
thought; "and that is why she con- 
descends to greet me with some degree of 
kindness." 

Then he was introduced by Edith to her 
child; and as Chiarina had been made 
fully aware of the sad circumstances which 
had broken off the match, she said, with a 
mixture of childish artlessness, and a per- 
fect tact far beyond her years, 

"Ah! Mr. Lethbridge, if you are as 
glad to see me as you say, you must thank 
my dear friend and almost mother. Miss 

VOL. in. u 
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Fairleigh, that I am able to speak to you 
in English, and that I now do not dis- 
grace by my ignorance my own dear 
parents." 

Then they aU sat down to dinner again, 
and Chiarina cleverly contrived to place 
the new-comer between herself and Cla- 
rissa. But the latter was now no longer 
self-possessed ; and Chiarina saw that she 
had the greatest difl&culty in restraining 
her tears ; when Lethbridge, without say- 
ing a word to her, began to relate the 
principal particulars of his visit to the 
Abbess at St. Remo. No one being pre- 
sent besides the family party except Miss 
Warburton and Clarissa, he thought it 
better to tell all he had to tell, for he 
fancied that Edith was longing to hear 
about it. The Abbess told him that she 
had only been at the convent for the last 
four years, so that she herself could re- 
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member nothing about the arrival of a 
strange child ; but she showed him the 
little casket which Sister Theresa had 
confided to her care on her death-bed; 
at the same time telling her that Chia- 
rina's fair complexion and great capacity 
for learning, and her high-bred and in- 
stinctively refined ways, pointed to a Euro- 
pean parentage ; that she was not the 
Zingara's own child or grandchild, but that 
the dark old woman who could speak no 
intelligible language, said she was only her 
nurse. 

It seemed that M. Clovelli's brother was 
a trader, and on one of his cruises, on 
the coast of Spain, he came upon the re- 
mains of some ship which he understood 
had just been broken to pieces in a storm. 
He sailed along the coast to see if any of 
the crew survived, but found no one, ex- 
cept the dark old woman, carrying a child in 

u2 
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her arms and dripping with sea-water. He 
could not understand a word she said^ 
but from her gestures it seemed that she 
saved herself by clinging to one of the 
masts with one arm, holding the child in 
the other, and being providentially waft- 
ed quickly towards the shore, reached 
it in safety. He thought she must be a 
Spanish gipsy, whose language he did not 
know ; but he saw that she was anxious to 
be taken on board his ship, and being a 
kind-hearted man, and very fond of chil- 
dren, he took her on board, and brought her 
and the poor little child to his sister, Ma- 
dame Clovelli, near St. Eemo. 

These good people, having no children 
of their own, gladly adopted the beautiful 
little girl, and were particularly anxious 
she should pass as a near relation of the 
Clovelli family, so that no inquiries were 
made. As the gipsy woman could tell them 
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nothing, even had they been able to under- 
stand her language, there was very little 
chance that the child's real parents should 
ever be discovered; but the poor nurse 
seemed very anxious that some articles, 
which she had carried all these years in a 
strong leather bag fastened round her waist, 
should be preserved. 

She took a great fancy to the good Sis- 
ter Theresa, who was often visited by the 
Clovellis, and she used daily to go and pray 
in the convent church. She did not appear 
to be ill, yet one day she went and asked 
for the Sister Theresa alone, and then by 
signs she made her understand that she 
should die, and wished to be buried in the 
convent church ; and at the same time gave 
her the little bag, after showing her that it 
contained a little shoe and some pieces of 
a dress belonging to the child, and that 
these might be some day the means of 
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finding her parents. So the good sister 
took the bag, and, strange to say, the next 
morning thej found the poor old woman 
dead in her bed. 

This happened when Chiarina was only 
about three years old. As Sister Theresa 
feared that Madame CloveHi would never 
make any effort that could lead to the dis- 
covery of the parents or friends, and as she 
wished to keep the child always, might 
even destroy these little relics, she begged 
the Abbess not to inform the good farmer's 
wife of their existence. Chiarina was so 
fond of her kind instructress, Sister 
Theresa, that she felt her loss most acute- 
ly. She died when Chiarina was only about 
ten years old, and two years afterwards 
Madame Clovelli also died. 

" Then," concluded Lethbridge, "all the 
sequel of the history you of course know.'' 

"Yes, indeed we do," said Edith, " for 
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Chiarina never passes a day without talk- 
ing of the kind nuns, and the pains they 
took with her education, and also of her 
dear second mother, Madame Clovelli." 

"And here is the mysterious casket,'' 
said Lethbridge, taking out a small tor- 
toise-shell case from his pocket, and hand- 
ing it to Edith. 

The little silver key was attached to it, 
and when Edith unlocked it, with a hand 
that trembled from anxiety, she found in 
the well-worn bag a little baby's dress, and 
the fellow shoe to the one Edith had kept 
near her heart. 

When the little relics had been duly ex- 
amined, Charles Lethbridge proceeded to 
relate the details of the extraordinary trial 
he had witnessed, during his visit to the 
Court the day before, and described his 
conversation with Madame Frisette, as he 
went with them to their shop in Bond 
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Street. At last he turned towards Clarissa^ 
and said, in a lower tone, 

*^ She told me of jonr great kindness to 
her, and that she knew of no better way of 
proving her gratitude than to do her best 
to prevent your dear friend losing this 
property.'^ 

Clarissa declined taking any merit to 
herself in the matter. On the contrary, 
she said it was her mother and Lord Ar- 
mington who had helped the poor girl, and 
Lady Snowberry was most kind too. 

"Poor Missy!" said Clarissa, "as we 
used to call her, it was a most sad change, 
for she was becoming quite the fashion in 
London, and was on the point of making a 
— a great match." 

" Yes,'' said Edith ; " Lady Snowberry 
said that she was certain Lord Dullchurch 
meant to propose to her the very evening 
when the deceit of her cousin, Mrs. Dalton, 
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was exposed at the Duchess of D ^'s ball." 

" Lord Dullchurch ! Why — did he wish 
to marry her ?" inquired Lethbridge. 

" I am certain he did," said Clarissa. 

"Ah!" said he, turning to her, "of 
course you must know if that is the case, 
as I suppose I am to congratulate you." 

"Congratulate me! — why?" she asked, 
with a deep blush. 

" I saw it in the papers at Genoa," he 
added, in a low tone, while his lips quivered 
with suppressed feeling. 

"There is not the slightest shade of 
truth in it," said Clarissa, in a firm voice, 
but she did not trust herself to look up. 

After dinner they all went out into the 
garden, and Edith pointed out to her 
daughter, with great glee, that Charles 
Lethbridge and Clarissa had gone to walk 
together in quite another direction. 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

13 OLAND was the only person connected 
-*- ^ with the Delamere famil j who was 
not so enchanted at the discovery of 
Chiarina's real parentage as most of her 
friends were. His vivid imagination had 
always luxuriated in the delight of being 
the means of giving her the position in the 
world which her extraordinary beauty and 
charms so fully deserved ; and, in his low 
opuiion of his own qualities and attain- 
ments, he must have felt that he no longer 
deserved the happiness of possessing such 
a perfect creature. He generally wrote to 
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her every week, but, after hearing that slie^ 
was a daughter of the oldest family in 

shire, he allowed the usual day for 

writing to her to pass by. But he wrote 
to his father, who possessed his full 
confidence, and fully explained his dis- 
appointment. He asked him whether 
he was really justified in being so selfish 
as to claim her hand, and whether he 
thought the preference, or possibly only 
the toleration, she had kindly evinced 
when she had no fortune or position in the 
world, would be his still, under circum- 
stances so different. He received no an- 
swer to this letter, which was directed to 
Lord De Coniston in Paris, and soon after- 
wards Eoland heard the result of the great 
Delamere trial. 

Ever since Ohiarina had been the ac- 
knowledged heiress of the Delameres, 
E>oland had half-unconsciously begun to 
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indulge in a kind of desperate hope 
(although he loved the old Hall with more 
enthusiastic veneration than anyone else 
did except Edith) that Chiarina might not 
eventually possess it. In the midst of his 
selfishness he tried to think that the Mor- 
tons were still so young they might have 
a son to inherit the vast estates, so that, after 
all, Chiarina might possibly fail to be, as she 
now appeared, one of the greatest heiresses 
in England. He fervently prayed that this 
might be the case, and remembering that 
it was now nearly a fortnight since he had 
last written to her, sat down and wrote ; 
but he found it extremely difficult to satisfy 
himself, and tore up several letters. He 
tried to explain that, after the great change 
in her position and prospects it would be 
selfish of him to claim her hand j that he 
deeply regretted that she was no longer the 
supposed Zingara's daughter. He ended 
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by saying tliat he feared it was very wrong 
to do so, but that his love for her was deep 
and unchanged ; that if she no longer 
wished to be his bride, he should certainly 
never marry at all. 

Poor Ohiarina had watched for the post 
day by day, and when no letter came she 
feared and suffered much. At last, with 
the childlike truthfulness of her character, 
she mentioned her fears to her mother. 
Edith half suspected the reason of Eoland's 
silence, because of the low opinion he had of 
himself ; so she endeavoured to cheer the 
poor girl, but she thought it better to write 
nothing to Eoland, as his father was soon 
expected in England. Then came the 
young man's painfully written letter, which 
Chiarina immediately showed to her mo- 
ther, and their happiness was complete. 

Charles Lethbridge had remained at 
Delamere Hall, for on the day of his arrival 
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during the walk lie took with Clarissa in 
the beautiful gardens, their fate was decid- 
ed. When the De Oonistons came back to 
Frampton HaU it was arranged that their 
son's wedding should take place on Ohia- 
rina's seventeenth birthday, which would 
be in May of the following year ; and al- 
though Charles Lethbridge expressed an 
ardent hope that, after his sixteen years of 
exile, Clarissa would consent to an earlier 
date, she begged so hard that it might be 
on the same day as that of Eoland and 
Chiarina, and in the same old church on the 
Mere, that he consented. 

During the year of waiting, he succeeded 
in purchasing an old place which had for- 
merly belonged, to a branch of his own 
family, in the neighbouring county. 

Lady Elmore heard with great delight of 
the return of her favourite to England, but 
she was still so angry with Clarissa that 
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or 



she grumbled extremely at Iiis again f allin 
into sucIl a snare. However, by degrees 
Edith and Chiarina succeeded in soothing 
and disarming her strong prejudices, and 
as she must, of course, attend the wedding 
of her favourite Edith's child, she made a 
violent effort to conquer her hatred, and 
sent a splendid diamond necklace to Clarissa 
as a wedding present. But the jewels she 
bestowed on Chiarina were quite of regal 
splendour. 

The weddings were celebrated in the old 
feudal style : the villagers for miles round 
were invited to a dinner in the great haU 
on the ground-floor, and the relations and 
friends of brides and bridegrooms in the 
large banqueting-room above. 

After which there was a ball, both for 
high and low, in the long gaUeiy, which 
Lady Ehnore insisted upon opening with 
the young bridgroom, Eoland Frampton, 
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while Lord De Coniston chose his new 
daughter's faithful nurse Nelly for his part- 
ner, and Captain Morton guided the up- 
right old Nurse Ayres through the mazes 
of the country dance. 

Clarissa had determined that at what 
she called her advanced period of life, she 
would only have one bridesmaid — and that 
was her father's oldest friend, Susan War- 
burton. 



THE END. 
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VOLS. m. & IV. OF THE HISTORY OF TWO 

QUEENS : CATHARINE OF ARAGON and ANNE BOLEYN. 
By W. Hepworth Decon. Second Edition, Demy 8vo. Ptice SOs. 
Completing tbe Work. 

•' These conclading ▼olnmes of Mr. Dixon's ' History of two Qaeens * will be per- 
used with keen interest by thousands of readers. Whilst no less valuable to the 
student, they will be far more enthralling to the general reader than the earlier 
half of the history. Every page of what may be termed Anne Boleyn*s story affords 
a happy illustration of the author's vivid and picturesque style. The work should 
be found in every library." — Post. 

*' Mr. Dixon has pre-eminently the art of interesting his readers. He has pro- 
duced a narrative of considerable value, conceived in a sph'it of fairness, and 
written with power and picturesque effect." — Daily News. 

" Mr. Dixon has completed in these volumes the two stories which he has narrat- 
ed with so much grace and vigour. Better still, he has cast the light of truth upon 
incidents that have not been seen under that light before. Full of romantic and 
dramatic sentiment as the story of Catharine is, we think that the more absorbing 
interest is concentrated in the story of Anne Boleyn. Never has it been told so 
fully, so fairly, or so attractively." — Notes and Queries. 

** This work throughout bears evidence of great research ; and in the hands of 
» writer of Mr. Dixon's talents, a book on such a subject of course could not 
fail to be interesting. He has availed himself of all the newest lights brought out 
by the publications of the Master of the Bolls." — Athenmim. 

" Mr. Dixon's book is written in a most charming style. Moreover, it is written 
as all history should be written ; the precision of the annalist being combined with 
the connexion and ease of the simple narrator." — Examiner. 

'' Mr. Dixon's work is a most effective sketch, framed with considerable dramatic 
skill, of the leading incidents and secret springs of one of the most eventful epi- 
sodes in English history."— 27^ Oraphic 

LIFE OF THE RT. HON. SPENCER PERCEVAL ; 

Inclnding His Correspondence. By His Grandson, Spenoeb Wal- 
POLE. 2 vols. 8vo, with Portrait. SOs. 

This work contains Letters from the King, the Prince Begent, the Dukes of Cum- 
berland, "Wellington, Portland, Bichmond; Lords Liverpool, Qrenville, Grey, 
Loughborough, Spencer, Wellesley, Lonsdale, Gastlereagh ; Mr. Pitt, Mr. Adding- 
ton, Mr. Canning, and other distinguished men. 

" Mr. Walpole's work reflects credit not only on his industry in compiling an 
Important biography from authentic material, but also on his eloquence, power of 
interpreting political change, and general literary address. The biography will take 
rank in our literature, both as a faithful reflection of the statesman and his period, 
as also for its philosophic, logical, and dramatic completeness." — Morning Post. 

*' In Mr. Perceval's biography his grandson has undoubtedly made a valuable 
addition to our Parliamentary history. The book is full of interest." — Daily News. 

* We thank Mr. Walpole for a very valuable and interesting biography, and for 
doing justice to the memory of one who has too long been without W— Standard. 

*' A very useful, a very honest, and a very interesting political biography." — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

" This book shows creditable industry and a moderate impartial tone. It will 
have a favourable effect for Perceval's reputation, bringing out as it does in strong 
relief his Parliamentary abilities and exemplary character." — Athenceum. 

"Asa contribution to political and Parliamentary history Mr. Spencer Walpole's 
work poiiflesses considerable value." — Saturday Reviete. 

" We have been extremely interested in Mr. Walpole's book He has added no 
little to our knowledge of the character of, and the springs of action in, the tiroes 
of which he writes. As a Life of Perceval, by his grandson, the work is as valuable 
as it could be expected to be. As a contribution to history, we are justified in 
according to it no inconsiderable praise."— £;ramtner 
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HISTORY OF TWO QUEENS: CATHARINE 

OF ARAGON and ANNE BOLEYN. By W. Hbpworth Dixon. 
Second Edition. Vols. 1 & 2. Demy 8vo. SOs. Vols. 3 & 4, com- 
pleting the Work, are alse now ready. 




"In two handsome Yolnmea Mr. Dixon here gives ns the first instalment of a 
new historical work on a most attractive sabject The book is in many respects a 
flLvonrable specimen of Mr. Dixon's powers. It Is the most painstaking and 
elaborate that he has yet written. .... On the whole, we may say that the book 
is one which will sustain the reputation of its author as a writer of great power 
and versatility, that it gives a new aspect to many an old subject, and presents in 
a very striking light some of the most recent d^overies in English history."— 
AtTiamttm. 

*'In these volumes the author exhibits in a signal manner his special powers 
and finest endowments. It is obvious that the historian has been at especial pains 
to justLTyhis reputation, to strengthen his hold upon the learned, and also to 
extend his sway over the many who priase an attractive style and interesting narra- 
tive more highly than laborious research and philosophic insight." — Morning Post. 

** The thanks of all students of English history are due to Mr. Hepworth Dixon 
for his clever and original work, * History of two Queens.* The book is a valuable 
contribution to English history. The author has consulted a number of original 
sources of information — ^in particular the archives at Simancas, Alcala, and Venice. 
Mr. Dixon is a skilful writer. His style, singularly vivid, graphic, and dramatic — 
is alive with human and artistic interest Some of the incidental descriptions 
reach a very high level of picturesque power.** — Datiy Newt. 

"Mr. Hepworth Dixon, in his new work, has chosen a theme at once intrinsi- 
cally interesting and admirably fit for illustration by his practised and brilliant 
pen. The lives of Catharine of Aragon and Anne Boleyn give ample scope to a 
writer so clear and vivid in his descriptions, so lifelike in his portraiture, so de- 
cided in his judgment, and whose sparkling vivacity of style can be shaded off, 
when necessary, by such delicate touches of tenderness and pathos. For pleasant 
reading and very effective writing we can warmly commend Mr. Dixon's volumes.'* 
Daily Telegraph. 

" Two fascinating volumea It is a work of careful criticism and conBcientions 
investigation. '* — /Standard. 

WORDS OF HOPE AND COMFORT TO 

THOSE IN SORROW. Dedicated by Permission to The Qoebs. 
1 Yol. small 4to, 5s. bound. 

"These letters, the work of a pure and devout spirit, deserve to find many 
readers. They are greatly ^superior to the average of what is called religious 
literature." — Athenantm. 

"The writer of the tenderly-conceived letters in this volume was Mrs. Julius 
Hare, a sister of Mr. Maurice. They are instinct with the devout submissiveness 
and fine sympathy which we associate with the name of Maurice ; but in her there 
is added a winningness of tact, and sometimes, too, a directness of language, which 
we hardly find even in the brother. The letters were privately printed and circu- 
lated, and were found to be the source of much comfort, which they cannot fail 
to afford now to a \ride circle. A sweetly-conceived memorial poem, bearing 
the well-known initials, 'E. H. P.', gives a very faithful outline of the hie."— British 
Quarterly Review. 

** This touching and most comforting work is dedicated to Thb Qusek, who took 
a gracious interest in its first appearance, when printed for private circulation, and 
found comfort in its pages, and has now commanded its publication, that the 
world in general may profit by it A more practical and heart-stirring appeal to 
fhe afflicted we have never examined." — Standard. 

'* These letters are exceptionally graceful and touching, and may be read with 
profit"— fl^Aic. 
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EEMINISCENCES OF A SOLDIER. ByCoL.W.K. 

Stuabt, C.B. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 2l8. 

OUR BISHOPS AND DEANS. By the Rev. F. 

Abhold, M.A. :iT0l8. 8to.. (Just Ready.") 

SPAIN AND THE SPANIARDS. B7 Azamat 

Batdk. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 21b. 

" Here is at last a book on Spain of the kind we have been asking for. Azamat 

Batok fills his pages witii his personal experiences among the armed factions who 

are contesting the government of the coontiy, and describes the men who have 

■made themselves conspicoons. Altogether, his gallery of contemporary portraits 

. is alone sufficient to recommend his book." — Saturday Review. 

** By the aid of this really entertaining book, the present state of the Northern 
Provinces of Spain may be easily diving and the Catat de Espana of the moment 

t>e brought before the mind's eye It woold be too moch to say that this is tho 

most interesting book upon Spain and the Spaniards that has appeared of late 
jrears, but many may think so after reading it** — Athenmum. 

'* A highly interesting and amosing book. In this work Azamat Batok has 
made himself more enjoyable and readable than ever.** — Examiner. 

*' Two clever and readable volumes. Any person who wants to know something 
about Spanish parties and their prospects, about the probabilities of the present 
<civU war, or about the real inner life of the Spanish people, will do well to consult 
Azamat Batuk. He is generally instructive, and always entertaining.**— <Sco<«maiL 

THROUGH RUSSIA: From St. Petersburg to 

ASTRAKHAN AND THE CRIMEA. By Mrs. Gdthbib. 2 volg. 
crown 8vo, with IlluBtrations. 21b. 

"MmOuthrie is a lively, observant, well-informed, and agreeable travelling 
•companion. The book is interesting throughout*'— Pa// ifall Oazette. 

** A pleasant book to read. It contains a fah", and often very picturesque descrip- 
tion of a part of Bussia by no means familiar to tourists.** — Saturdau Review. 

" A brightly-written account of a tour by St Petersburg and Moscow, and so 
•down the Volga and Don to the Crimea.** — Athenotum. 

** A very notable record of a most remarkable journey. It Is well worthy of 
ptrtOAV— Standard. 

*'No book of travel within our knowledge is pleasanter to read than Mrs. Guth- 
rie's * Through Eussia.* It is fresh, bright, and comprehensive. Mrs. Guthrie 
^ves us admirable descriptions of St Petersburg, Moscow, and Astrakhan, and the 
voyages on the Volga and the Don are full of incident, character, and observation.*' 
'^SpeeUUor. 

*' The story of Mrs. Guthrie's ramble through Bnsssia is at once attractive in 
Itself, and likely to be of decided use to future travellers.**— (TropAic. 

CRISS-CROSS JOURNEYS. By Walteb Thoen- 

BUST. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 2X8. 

** A capital book.**— /o^ BulL 

**A lively, graphic, and interesthig book.**— Z>ai7y Ifewt. 

" An interesting book. Very pleasant companions are Mr. Thombni7*s two 
volumes of travel, revealing as they do glimpses of the oldest and newest world, 
«nlivened with countless anecdotes and many personal adventures. The reader 
will find Mr. Thombury a fascinating racordeur.*' — CfrapfUc 

**llT. Thombury is a shrewd and observant traveller. His descriptions are 
singularly life-like and truthful, and his humour is genuine. His journeys are 
excellent flis descriptions of America are both truthful and valuable, and what 
he has to say about Egypt and BnsfcSa, though isiis important, is worth saying and 
well Btkld."'— Sunday Timet. 
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BECOLLECTIONS OF SOCIETY IN FRANCE 

AND ENGLAND. By Ladt Clementina Dayies. Second Edition. 
2 vols. 21s. 

Among nnmeronB other distingaiBhed persons referred to in this work are : — ^Loois 
XVI, Marie Antoinette, Louis XVIII, the Dachesse D'Angoaleme, Napoleon I, 
the Empress Josephine, Queen Hortense, Charles X, Louis Philippe, the Duke 
and Duchess de Berry, the Count de Chambord, the Emperor Alexander, King 
Frederic William, Prince Talleyrand, Prince Esterhazy, Blucher, Ney, Soalt, 
Fouchd, the Polignacs, Talma, Napoleon III, the Empress Eugenie, the Duo 
de Momy, Count d'Orsay, Victor Hugo, George IV, Queen Caroline, Prinea 
Leopold, the Princess Charlotte, the Duke of York, the Duke of Wellington, 
Lord Byron, Sir Walter Scott, Sir H. Davy, Tom Moore, Mr. Barham, Mrs. Sid- 
dons, the Kembles, Mrs. Jordan, Miss Stephens, Mile. Mars, Madame Catalan], 
Mile. Bachel, the Countess Guiccioli, Lady Cork, Lady Blessington, Ac. 

' ** On proceeding to a conscientious examination of the contents, we found fh» 
familiar and commonplace matter lightened and relieved by many lively touches of 
description, many traits of character, many illustrative incidents, which may prove 
helps to history, and might have been irretrievably lost had they not been marked 
and recorded as they occurred. Lady Clementina Davies's opportunities were ex- 
cellent, and the very traditions of her family are fraught with interest Some of 
her local and personal impressions are as graphic and distinct as if they had been 
^0 to speak— photographed on her memory."— TAe Times. 

** Two charming volumes, full of the most interesthig and entertaining matter, 
and written in plain, elegant English. Lady Clementina Davies has seen much, 
heard much, and remembered well Her unique and brilliant recollections have the 
interest of a romance, wherein no character is fictitious, no incident untrue.** — Post, 

FROM THE THAMES TO THE TAMAR : A 

SUMMER ON THE SOUTH COAST. By the Rev. A. G. 
L'Ebtrange. Second Edition. 8 vo, with Illustrations. 15b. 

"Mr. L'Eatrange*8 pages have not the least flavour of the guide-book ; they ar« 
pleasant and interesting chapters of local history, relieved by cfear and unaffected 
descriptions of scenery, plainly written, yet picturesque and sufficient.** — Times. 

"To all who visit the south coast this book will afford much useful and interest- 
ing information." — Standard. 

"An interesting book, full of historical and local information."— ^xamtn^r. 

THE SWITZERS. By W. Hepwoeth Decon. 

Third Edition. 1 vol. demy 8vo. 158. 

" Turn where we will there is the same impassioned eloquence, the same lavish 
wealth of metaphor, the same vigour of declamation, the same general glow upon 
the pages. Switzerland may be hackneyed as a country, yet there is freshness in 
Mr. Dixon's subjects. I»lr. Dixon throws a passing glance at the snow peaks and 
glacier fields that are the Switzerland of the tourist If he deals with the grand 
catastrophes of nature, with avalanche, flood, and storm, it is in their relation 
to the victims of the elements, for his topics are the people and their institutions. 
We assent entirely to the parable of his preface." — Times. 

"A lively, interesting, and altogether novel book on Switzerland. It is fall of 
Talnable information on social, political, and ecclesiastical questions, and, like all 
Mr. Dixon's books, it is eminently readable." — Daily News. 

" We advise every one who cares for good literature to get a copy of this brilliant, 
novel, and abundantly instructive account of the Switzers. The composition of the 
book is in the very best style." — Afoming PosL 

" A work of real and abiding valu& Mr. Dixon has never painted with more 
force and truth. His descriptions are accurate, impartial, and clear. W« most 
oonUally recommend the book."— vStondordL 
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MY RECOLLECTIONS, FROM 1806 to 1873. 

By Lord William Pitt Lennox. 2 vols. 8vo. SOs. 

These volumeB contain anecdotes and reminiscences of George IV., William IV. 
Louis XVIIL, Prince Leopold, the Prince Consort, Prince Tallesrrand, Napoleon 
III, the Empress Eugenie, the Prince Imperial, the Duke of Wellington, tiie Mar- 
quess of Anglesea, Lords Byron, Chesterfield, Brougham, Normanby, G. Bentinck, 
Balling ; Messrs. Pitt, Moore, Bogers, Hook, Barham, Dickens, Thackeray, Koan, 
Matthews, Young, Talma, Mdlle. Mars, Madame Malibran, Sco. 

" Lord William Lennox's book is a very good specimen of the class to which it 
belongs. In one way or another he has seen a great deal, and he records his ex- 
periences so as to amuse and interest his readera*' — Pall Mall Gazette. 

** It is impossible to find a more efficient chronicler of men and manners thant a 
writer of these fascinating pages " — John Bull. 

'*A most entertaining work The author numbered among his friends and ac- 
quaintance all ranks of society — sovereigns, peers, statesmen, authors, wits, actors, 
«tnd military men. He gives us some most delightful anecdotes and reminiscences.'* 
^-Court Journal. 

LIFE OF MOSCHELES ; with Selections from 

HIS DIARIES AND CORRESPONDENCE. By His Wife. 
Adapted from the German by Arthdb Duke Colebidge. 2 vols, 
large post 8vo, with Portrait. 24:S. 

" This life of Moscheles will be a valuable book of reference for the musical his- 
torian, for the contents extend over a period of threescore years., commencing with 
1794, and ending at 1870. We need scarcely state that all the portions of Mosche- 
les' diary which refer to his intercourse with Beethoven, Hummel, Weber, Czemy, 
Spontini, Bossini, Auber, Hal^vy, Schumann, Cherubini, Spohr, Mendelssohn, F. 
David, Chopin, J B. Cramer. Clementi, John Field, Habeneck, Hauptmann, Ealk- 
brenner, Eiesewetter, C. Klingemann, Lablache, Dragonetti, Sontag, Persian!, 
Malibran, Paganini, Bachel, Eonzi de Begnis, De Beriot, Ernst, Donzelli, Cinti- 
Damoreau, Chelard, Bochsa, Laporte, Charles Eemble, Paton (Mrs. Wood), 
Schroder-Devrient, Mrs. Siddons, Sir H. Bishop, Sir G. Sm^rt, Staudigl, Thalberg, 
Berlioz, Velluti, C. Young, Balfe, Braham, and many other artists of note in their 
time, will recall a flood of recollections. It was a delicate task for Madame Mos- 
cheles to select from the diaries in reference to living persons, but her extracts have 
been judiciously made. Moscheles writes fairly of what is called the ' Music of the 
Future ' and its disciples, and his judgments on Herr Wagner, Dr. Liszt, Buben- 
stein. Dr. von Biilow, Litolff, &c., whether as composers or executants, are in & 
liberal spirit He recognizes cheerfully the talents of our native artists. Sir Stem- 
dale Bennett, Mr. Macfarren, Madame Arabella Qoddard, Mr. John Bamett, Mr. 
Hullah, Mr& Shaw, Mr. A. Sullivan, &c The celebrities wiUi whom Moscheles 
came in contact, include Sir Walter Scott, Sir Bobert Peel, tiie late Duke of Cam- 
bridge, the Bunsens, Louis Philippe, Napoleon the Third, Humboldt, Henry Heine, 
Thomas More, Count Nesselrode, the Duchess of Orleans, Prof. Wolf, &o. In- 
deed, the two volumes are full of amusing anecdotes.** — Athenonim. 

" The publication of these memoirs will give satisfaction to many of our readers. 
The devotees of music in this country are both numerous and earnest By this 
class these volumes will be hailed with particular delight; but they will be acc^t- 
jible also to a far wider circle — to all who enjoy a sonata at home or a symphony 
in the concert-room. The scope of the work gives it this popular interest apart 
from the technical value it possess. It is as well * a record of the life of Moscheles* 
as ' a chronicle of the musical history of his time* — a period of sixty years." — Timet. 

'* This work is full of interesting information and pleasant gossip about the 
musical events of the last half-century. Moscheles kept up to the day of his 
death a diary, in which he recorded all his experiences, and his constant inter- 
course with such men as Beethoven, Weber, Mendelssohn, and Schumann, enabled 
him to collect a mass of facts and anecdotes which throw much valuable light on 
recent musical history. The greater part of the diary was written in London, where 
Moscheles settled in 1826; and he describes in a vivid and attractive style the vari- 
ous incidents of his career in England, and the events which most interested 
our musical public during that time. Of all Moscheles' recollectionB none are so 
tateresting as those of Mendelssohn.**— PoZf Mall Gazette, 
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VOLS. L & II. OF HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. 

By W. HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS 
PERMISSION TO THE QUEEN. Sixth Edition, 8vo. 30a. 

Oomtkntb:— -The Pile— Inner Ward and Outer Ward— The Wharf— Eiver Eights— 
The White Tower— Charles of Orleans — ^Uncle Gloucester— Prison Bules — ^Beau- 
ohamp Tower^The good Lord Cobham— King and Cardinal — The Pilgrimage' 
of Grace— Madge Cheyne— Heirs to the Crown — The Nine Days' Queen — De- 
throned — The Men of Kent— Courtney — No Cross no Crown — Cranmer, Lati- 
mer, Eidley— White Eoses— Princess Margaret— Plot and Counterplot— Mon- 
sieur Charles— Bishop of Boss— Murder of Northumberland— Philip the Con- 
fessor-Mass in the Tower— Sb: Walter Baleigh— The Arabella Plot— 
Baleigh's Walk— The Villain Waad— The Garden House— The Brick Tower 
—The Anglo-Spanish Plot— Factions at Court— Lord Grey of Wilton — 
Old English Catholics— The English Jesuits— White Webbs— The Priests' Plot 
.—Wilton Court— Last of a Noble Line — Powdei>Plot Boom — Guy Fawkes — 
Origin of the Plot — Vinegar House — Conspiracy at Large— The Jesuit's Move- 
In London — November, 1605— Hunted Dovra- In the Tower— Search for Gar- 
net—End of the English Jesuits— The Catholic Lords— Harry Percy— The 
Wizard Earl— A Eeal Arabella Plot— William Seymour— The Escape— Pursuit 
—Dead in the Tower— Lady Frances Howard— EobertCarr— Powder Poisoning^ 



Fbox thb Tdgm:— "All the civilized world— English, Continental, and Ame- 
rican — takes an interest in the Tower of London. The Tower is the stage 
upon which has been enacted some of the grandest dramas and saddest tragedie» 
in our national annals. If, in imagination, we take our stand on those time-worn 
walls, and let century after century flit past us, we shall see in duo succession the 
majority of the most famous men and lovely women of England in the olden time. 
We shall see them jesting, jousting, love-making, plotting, and then anon, per- 
haps, commending their souls to God in the presence of a hideous masked figure, 
bearing an axe in his hand& It is such pictures as these that Mr. Dixon, with 
considerable skill as an historical limner, has set before us in these volumes. Mr. 
Dixon dashes off the scenes of Tower history with great spirit His description» 
are given with such terseness and vigour that we should spoil them by any attempt 
at condensation. As favourable examples of his narrative powers we may call at- 
tention to the story of the beautiful but unpopular Elinor, Queen of Henry III., and 
the description of Anne Boleyn's first and second arrivals at the Tower. Then we 
have the story of the bold Bishop of Durham, who escapes by the aid of a corcl 
hidden in a wine- jar; and the tale of Maud Fitzwalter, imprisoned and murdered 
by the caitiff John. Passing onwards, we meet Charles of Orleans, the poetio 
iVench Prince, captured at Agincourt, and detained for flve-and-tweuty years a 
prisoner in the Tower. Next we encounter the baleful form of Eichard of Gloucester,, 
and are filled with indignation at the blackest of the 'black Tower deed& As we 
draw nearer to modem times, we have the sorrowful story of the Nine Days*^ 
Queen, poor little Lady Jane Grey. The chapter entitled "No Cross, no Crown " 
is one of the most affecting in the book. A mature man can scarcely read it with- 
out feeling the tears ready to trickle from his eyes. No part of the first volume 
Srields in interest to the chapters which are devoted to the story of Sir Walter 
Ealeigh. The greater part of the second volume is occupied with the story of the 
Gunpowder Plot The narrative is extremely interesting, and will repay perusal. 
\nother cause cdSbre possessed of a perennial interest is the murder of Sir Thomas 
Overbury by Lord and Lady Somerset Mr. Dixon tells the tale skilfully. In con- 
clusion, we may congratulate Ihe author on this work. Both volumes are decided- 
ly attractive, and throw much light on our national history." 

"From first to last this work overflows with new information and original 
thought, with poetry and picture. In these fascinating pages Mr. Dixon dis- 
charges alternately me functions of the historian, and the historic biographer, with 
the insight, art humour and accurate knowledge which never fail him when he 
undertakes to illumine the darksome recesses of our national story." — Morning Post. 

"We earnestly recommend this remarkable work to those in quest of amnso- 
ment and instmction, at once solid and refined.."— i>a»/y Telegraph. 
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VOLS. m. & IV. OF HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. 

By W. HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS 
PERMISSION TO THE QUEEN. Completing the Work. Third 
Edition. Demy Svo. 30s. 

CoNTKNTS :— A Favourite ; A Fayottrite's Friend ; The Conntesa of Suffolk ; To the 
Tower ; Lady Catherine Manners ; House of Villierd ; Bevolution ; Fall of Lord 
Bacon ; A Spanish Match; Spaniolizing ; Henry De Vere; The Matter of Hol- 
land ; Sea Affairs ; The Pirate War ; Port and Court ; A New Romanzo ; Move 
and Counter-move ; Pirate and Prison ; In the Marshalsea ; The Spanish Olive ; 
Prisons Opened; A Parliament; Digby, Earl of Bristol ; Turn of Fortune; Eliot 
Eloquent; Felton*s Elnife; An Assassin; Nine Qentlemen in the Tower; A 
King's Revenge ; Charles L ; Pillars of State and Church ; End of Wentworth ; 
Laud's Last Troubles ; The Lieutenant's House ; A Political Romance ; Phi- 
losophy at Bay ; Fate of an Idealist ; Britannia ; Killing not Murder; A Second 
Buckingham; Roger, Earl of Castlemaine ; A Life of Plots ; The Two Penns; 
A Quaker's Cell; Colonel Blood; Crown Jewels, King and Colonel ; Rye House 
Plot ; Murder; A Patriot; The Good Old Cause; James, Duke of Monmouth; 
The Unjust Judge ; The Scottish Lords ; The Countess of Nithisdale ; Escaped, 
Cause of the Pretender ; Reformers and Bef orm , Reform Riots ; Sir Francis 
Burdett; A Summons to the Tower; Arthur Thistlewood ; A Cabinet Council ; 
Cato Street ; Pursuit ; Last Prisoners in the Tower. 



"Mr. Dixon's lively and accurate work."— 7¥m«. 

'* This book is thoroughly entertaining, well- written, and instructive.'* — Examiner. 

" These volumes will place Mr. Dixon permanently on the roll of English authors 
who have rendered their country a service, by his putting on record a truthful and 
brilliant account of that most popular and instructive relic of antiquity. * Her 
Majesty's Tower ;' the annals of which, as related in these volumes, are by turns 
exciting and amusing, while they never fail to interest Our ancient stronghold 
could have had no better historian than Mr. Dixon." — Po$t. 

**By his merits of literary execution, his vivacious portraitures of historical 
figures, his masterly powers of narrative and description, and the force and grace- 
ful ease of his style, Mr. Dixon will keep his hold upon a multitude of readers."— 
JlluitrattdNews. 

''These volumes are two galleries of richly painted portraits of the noblest 
men and most brilliant women, besides others commemorated by English 
history. The grand old Royal Keep, palace and prison by turns, is revivified iu 
these volumes, which close the narrative, extending from the era of Sir John Eliot, 
who saw Raleigh die in Palace Yard, to that of Tbistlewood, the last prisoner im- 
mured in the Tower. Few works are given to us, in these days, so abundant in 
originality and research as Mr. DvlotC fu"-— Standard. 

HISTORY OF WILLIAM PENN, Founder of 

Pennsylvania. By W. Hbpworth Dixon. A NbwLxbbart Edition. 
1 vol. demy Svo, with Portrait. 128. 

" Mr. Dixon's ' William Penn ' is, perhaps, the best of his books. He has now re- 
vised and issued it with the addition of much fresh matter. It is now offered in a 
sumptuous volume, matching with Mr. Dixon's recent books, to a new generation of 
readers, who will thank Mr. Dixon for his interesting and instructive memoir of 
one of the worthies of England." — Examiner. 

" * William Penn ' is a fine and noble work. Eloquent, picturesque, and epigra- 
matic in style, subtle and philosophical in insight, and moderate and accurate in 
statement, it is a model of what a biography ought to be." — Sunday Times. 

"The character of this great Christian Englishman, William Penn, a true hero 
of moral and civil conquests, is one of the fairest in modem history, and may be 
studied with profit by his countrymen of all ages. This biography of him now 
finally put into shape as a standard work of its kind, is Mr. Dixon's most useful 
production. Few books have a more genial and wholesome interest, or convey 
more beneficial instructioa"— /{/twtro^ Newt. 
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BRIDES AND BRIDALS. By J. C. Jeaffreson, 

B.A., Oxon. Second Edition, 2 vols. SVo. 30s. 

"In this book Mr. Jeaffreson appeals to an audience even larger than those 
addressed in his books about Lawyers, Doctors, and the Clergy. His ' Brides and 
Bridals ' cannot fail to go straight to the heart of every woman in England. We 
doubt not that these volumes will be carefully scanned by fair eyes of all ages and 
conditions, and will afford no less amusement than instruction."-^.il<Aen«f/fn. 

THE LITERAEY LIFE OF THE EEV. WIL- 
LIAM HARNESS, Vicar of AU Saints, Knightsbridge, and Pre- 
bendary of St. Paul's! By the Rev. A. G. L'Estranob. 1 volume 
demy 8vo. 15s. 

"The book is a pleasant book, and will be found excellent reading. All tho8« 
to whom the good name of Byron is dear, will read with an almost exquisite plea- 
sure the testimony given by Hamesa" — AthmaBum, 

LIFE AND LETTERS OF WILLIAM BEWICK, 

THE ARTIST. Edited by Thomas Landsker, A.R.A. 2 vols. 

With Portrait. 

"Bewick's fellow pupil and old friend, Mr. T. Landseer, the famous engraver, 
has put the materials before us together with much skill . The literary sketches 
whicn Bewick made of Hazlitt, Haydon, Shelley, Eeats, Scott, Hogg, Jeffrey, 
Maturin, and others, are extremely bright, apt, and clear." — Athenteum. 

THE LION AND THE ELEPHANT. By the 

late C. J. Andbbsson, Author of "Lake Ngami," &c. Edited by 
L. Lloyd, author of "Field Sports of the North," &c. 8vo. 
With Illustrations. 15s. 

" This handsome rolnme contains a most graphic account of the adventures of 
Mr. Andersson, from papers which he left behind him, and which have been most 
ably edited by Mr. Lloyd. The favourite pursuit of the deceased traveller was 
the chase of the lion, and he gives us most minute particulars of the habits and 
customs of the royal beast The portion of the work anent elephants is of equal 
interest All fond of tales of adventure and daring should procure this capital 
book."— Jo^ Bull 

"This book is pleasant reading. It gives much valuable information, and many 
excellent stories about these interesting animals." — Examiner. 

"■ Interesting to the general reader, this attractive book will be found especially 
worthy of the attention of naturalists and sportsmen." — Standard. 

'* An attractive and exciting volume, full of adventures and hair-breadth escapes, 
and which will be read with interest and delight" — Graphic 

MODERN TURKEY. By J. Lewis Farley, 

Consul of the Sublime Porte at Bristol. Second Edition. 1 vol. lis. 

"Books on Turkey by impartial authorities are not very common, and we are 
always glad to welcome anything that gives us the most recent information, and 
appears to be written frankly and dispassionately." — Times. 

" Mr. Farley has a good deal of interesting information to communicate in regard 
to the resources of modem Turkey ; and we may add that he puts it briefly, clearly, 
and in an agreeable style." — Saturday Review. 

ADVENTURES AFLOAT AND ASHORE. By 

Parker Gillmorb (" Ubique"). 2 vols., with Illustrations. 21a, 
""Written in bright and lively Bty\e.''—Atken«um. 
"An inimitable repertory of anecdotes, fun, and frolic" — John Bull. 
" Two lively, rattling volumes of racy anecdote, giving a charming idea of sport 
by land and sea." — Graphic 
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TO AND FROM CONSTANTINOPLE. By 

HuBEBT E. H. Jerninoham. 8vo, -with Illustrations. 15s. 

" Mr. Jeminf^ham has filled a very agreeable volame with the tale of his excnr- 
sions daring the last three years among scenes of classic or Oriental interest His 
style is lively, clear, and picturesque." — Saturday Review. 

"Mr. Jemingham's work includes trips from Brindisi to Athens, to Corinth by 
Nauplia, and Mycenae, to Mount Athos, to Cyzicns, Broussa, Nicomedia, and 
Nicaea, besides chapters upon Constantinople and its environs. While the most 
interesting parts of the work to a general reader are the descriptions of the 
people, the author gives a mass'of notices as to the antiquities and interesting 
sites of the localities he visits." — Standard. 

THE LUSHAI EXPEDITION. 1871-72. By R. 

G.WooDTHORPE, Lieut. R.E. 1 vol. demy 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s. 

" Lieut Woodthorpe's account of the Lushai Expedition is important as well as 
interesting. The writer excels in description, and is very pleasing in his geogra- 
phical and scenic sketches." — Post. 

FREE RUSSIA, By W. Hepwobth Dixon. Third 

Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, with Coloured Illustrations. 30s. 

**Mr. Dixon's book will be certain not only to interest but to please its readers 
and it deserves to do so. It contains a great deal that is worthy of attention, and 
is likely to produce a very useful effect The ignorance of the English people 
with respect to Bussia has long been so dense that we cannot avoid being grateful 
to a writer who has taken the trouble to make personal acquaintance with that 
seldom- visited land, and to bring before the eyes of his countrjrmen a picture of 
its scenery and its people, which is so novel and interesting that it can scarcely 
fail to arrest their attention." — Saturday Review. 

TURKISH HAREMS & CIRCASSIAN HOMES. 

By Mbs. Harvey, of Ickwell Bury. 8vo. Second Edition, 15s. 

" Mrs. Harvey not only saw a great deal, but saw all that she did see to the 
best advantage. In noticing the intrinsic interest of Mrs. Harvey's book, we most 
not forget to say a word for her ability as a writer." — Times. 

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 

OF NAPOLEON m. Cheaper Edition, in 1 vol. Gs. 
** A biography of the beautiftil and unhappy Queen, more satisfactory than any we 
have yet met with." — Daily News. 

THE CITIES OF THE NATIONS FELL. By 

the Rev. John Cummino, D.D. Second Edition, 1 vol. 6s. 
" The work before us contains much historical information of interest and value. 
We mu.st applaud here, as we applauded in his treatise on The Seventh Vial, the 
skill and dUigence of the author in the vast and careful selection of facts, both phy- 
sical and moral, the interest of each when taken singly, and the striking picture of 
the whole when presented collectively to the view." — Record. 

THE EXILES AT ST. GERMAINS. By the 

Author of " The Ladye Shakerley." 1 vol. 78. 6d. hound. 

*' The whole narrative is picturesque, graphic, and entertaining, as well as moral 
and pathetic"— J/omtn^ Post. 

*' * The Exiles at St Qermains * is an excellent attempt to depict the life of the 
latter Stuarts while they lived under the protection of the Lilies of France. The 
author is that skilled penwoman who wrote * The Ladye Shakerley,' and she has 
seized fully the spirit of the Stuart age. * The Exiles at St Germains * will be 
«very whit as popular as * The Ladye Shakerley.* ''^-Standard. 



THE NEW AKD POPULAR NOVELS. 

PUBLISHED BY HUEST & BLACKETT. 



FOR LOVE AND LIFE. By Mrs. Oliphant, 

Author of "Chronicles of Carlingford," '" May," " Ombra," &c. S v. 

WON AT LAST. By Lady Chatterton. 3 vols. 
SYLVIA'S CHOICE. By Georgiana M. Craik. 

2 vols. 

ROUGH HEWN. By Mrs. Day, Author of " From 

Birth to Bridal," &c. 3 vols. (Just Ready.) 

CLAUDE MEADOWLEIGH : Artist. By Capt. 

W. E. Montague. 3 vols. 
** A very pleasant and creditable book/'— 77^ Academy. 

SECOND-COUSIN SARAH. By F. W. Robinson^ 

Author of "Grandmother's Money," *'No Church," &c. 3 vela. 

" A readable story. It has plenty of incident" — Athenmim. 

" An interestlnipr, amusing, and clever novel*' — Sunday Times. 

" A book which it is impossible to lay aside. The writer exercises a marvellons 
fascination over the reader, from his life-like delineations of character, and the 
magical power of the conversations." — Jolw Bull. 

GENTIANELLA. By Mrs. Randolph. 3 vols. 

** Sifrs. Bandolph is a mistress of her art In * Qentianella * we have a comb!na> 
tfon of a fascinating style with the inculcation of the highest principles. The story 
is told with consummate ability. The reader will be unable to lay down the book.'* 
^John Btdl. 

" ' Qentianella ' will unquestionably rank with the best novels of our day. The 
plot is interesting, original, and skilfully worked out, and the characters are true 
to nature." — Court Journal. 

BROKEN BONDS. By Hawley Smart, Author of 

" Breezie Langton," " False Cards," &c. 3 vols. 

" 'Broken Bonds ' will thoroughly satisfy all lovers of stories of adventure. Its 
incidents are ingeniously invented, and described with spirit" — Pall Mall OcuetU. 

"Few novels are brighter, cleverer, or more interesting than Captain Hawley 
Smart's * Broken Bonds,' and few are destined to a more widespread popularity. 
The story is fresh and powerful, thoroughly ingenious in idea, and artistic in exe« 
cution." — Sunday Timu. 

'* A sparkling novel. The narrative is lively, there is freshness in the scenes and 
incidents, and each character is worked out with singular skill" — Morning Post. 

MONSIEUR MAURICE, A NEW NOVELETTE, 

and other Tales. By Amelia B. Edwabds, Author of " Barbara's 
History," &c. 3 vols. 
" The whole story of ' Monsieur Maurice ' is very tenderly and gracefully written 
~-nor is the interest of the other stories inferior to * Monsieur Maurice.' " — Times. 

NATHANIEL VAUGHAN : PRIEST and MAN. 

By Fbedkbika Maodovald. 3 vols. 

" There is much of power and of interest in this novel. The characters are set 
before us by a few graphic and abld touches, not as puppets, but as living beings." 
—Pall Mall Oaxette. 

** An independent study of character in the law of circumstance, such as George 
Eliot might not have been ashamed to own as her first noyel"— Westminster Review. 

" Power, eloquence, and originality, characterise * Nathaniel Vaughan ' to a de- 
gree very unusual among modem novels. The shipwreck of a noble nature has 
seldom been more tragically portrayed; while the painfulness of the situation is re- 
lieved by the exquisite attractiveness and ultimate felicity of the heroine^ and the 
humour of the scenes of village Ute."'^Illustrated London News. 

10 



THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS. 
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OUT OF COURT. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey, Author 

of " A Golden Sorrow," &c. 3 vols. 

" A capital novel, which it is delightful to read, and which it will be pleasant to 
remember. It is emphatically what Charles Lamb would have called a healthy 
book."— Poi; ifall Gazette. 

" This story is one of very considerable power and of a noble aim. There are 
frequent touches of humour in it, and the pathos of the latter part is deep and un- 
affected." — SpecttUor. 

''A most fascinating and admirably constructed story. It is]as powerful as it 
is well written and well imagined." — Past. 

"A clever and readable novel.*' — Athenceum. 

"The whole tone of the book is womanly, refined, and good, nor is it less admir- 
able as regards its style. The characters are drawn >vith a skilful and masterly 
hand."— iStomtord 

THE BLUE KIBBON. By the Author of "St. 

Olave's," " Janita's Cross," &o. 3 vols. 

** An unquestionably interesting story. We like * The Blue Bibbon ' very much. ' 
—SptcUUor. 

**An admirable story. The character of the heroine is original and skilfully 
worked out, and an interest is cast around her which never flag& The sketches 
of society in a cathedral city are very vivid and amusing." — Post. 

COLONEL DACRE. By the Author of « Caste," 

" Pearl," &c. 3 vols. 

"There is much that is attractive both in Colonel Dacre and the simple-hearted 
girl whom he honours with his love." — Athenceum. 

" Colonel Dacre is a gentleman throughout, which character is somewhat rare 
in modem novela"— Pa// Mall Gazette. 

VICTOR AND VANQUISHED. ByMARYCECii. 

Hat. 3 vols. 
*• A pretty story. The interest is well sustained.*' — Spectator. 
" A story of great interest Marjorie is a charming character." — Morning Post. 
** A very good novel, and one which cannot fail to please. The interest is in- 
tensely absorbing.'* — John BulL 

TRANSMIGRATION. By Mortimee Collins, 

Author of " Marquis and Merchant," &c. 3 vols. 

" A fascinating romance. It will be found intensely interesting by every class of 
readers. It is full of keen sketches of character and brilliant descriptions of 
society, and possesses a wealth of dramatic incident" — John Bull. 

LOTTIE DARLING. By J. C. Jeafpkeson, 

Author of " A Woman in Spite of Herself," &c. Second Edition, 

" In * Lottie Darling ' Mr. Jeaffreson has achieved a triumph. It is a capital 
novel, as sparkling as it is original, as powerful as it is amusing. It is healthy in 
tone, interesting from beginning to end, and contains sketches of life and character 
unusually vivid and well drawn."— Jfom<ny Post. 

PENRUDDOCKE. By Hamilton Amt, Author of 

" Rita," " The Marstons," &c. 3 vols. 

"A clever and interesting book. The characters are all hit off with ease and 
dash, and the dialogues are smart and pointed."— «9a/ttrcbiy Renns. 

FROM BIRTH TO BRIDAL. By Mrs. Dat. 3 v. 



** A really good novel — one which deserves very high praise. For a first novel, 
3 the most eaually sustained in literary q 
harmoniouB we nave ever read.'*— J^jwrnin^. 
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it is the most eaually sustained in literary qusdities, and the most intelleotually 
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PubiiMhsd ammalfy, in One VoL, rotfol 8m>, irtM the Arms heattijylbf 
engraved^ handsome^ hoimd^ with gilt tdges^ price 31s. 6d. 

LODGERS PEERAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 



THE fOBTY-THIBD EDITIOH POB 1 874 18 HOW BEADY. 

IiODOB*8 Pebraob Ain> BiBomETAOB is acknowledged to be the most 
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta- 
blished and authentic anthority on all questions respecting the family 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
«ver stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
^lajesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com- 
munications of the Nobility. It is the only work of its class in which, tlte 
type being kept constantly standing^ every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
«edulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctness, and facih'ty of arrangement, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 



LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 



Historical View of the Peerage. 

Parliamentary Boll of the Honse of Lords. 

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their 
orders of Precedence. 

Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain 
and the United Kingdom, holding supe- 
rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 

Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
holding superior titles in the Peerage of 
Great Britain and the United Kingdom. 

A Collective list of Peers, in their order of 
Precedence. 

Table of Precedency among Men. 

Table of Precedency among Women. 

The Queen and the Royal Family. 

Peers of the Blood BoyaL 

The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 

Families of such Extinct Peers as hare left 
Widows or Issue. 

Alphabetical List of the Surnames of all the 
Peera 



The Archbishops and Bishops of England, 
Ireland, and the Coloniea 

The Baronetage aJphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical List of Surnames assumed by 
members of Noble Familiea 

Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of 
Peers, usually borne by their Eldest 
Sona 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Dukes, Marquises, and Earls, who, hav- 
ing married Commoners, retain the title 
of Lady before their own Christian and 
their Husband's Sumamea 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Viscounts and ^rons, who, having 
married Commoners, are styled Honour^ 
able Mra ; and, in case of the husband 
being a Baronet or Knight, Honourable 
Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically arranged and trans- 
lated. 



"Awork which corrects all errors of former worka It is a most useful publication. 
We are happy to bear testimony to the fact that scrupulous accuracy is a distinguish- 
ing feature of this book." — Tima. 

"Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it 
is on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be 
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modem works on the subject" — Spectator, 

**A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the aristo- 
cracy of the day." — PosL 

*'The best existing, and, we believe, the best possible Peerage. It is the standard 
ftatbority on the subject"— -^(omiardL 
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HURST & BLACKEirS STANDARD LIBRARY 

OF CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

POPULAR MODERN WORKS, 

ILLUSTRATED BY MTLLAIS, HOLMAN HUNT, LEECH, BIRKET FOSTER, 
JOHN GILBERT, TENNIEL, SANDYS, £. HUGHES, &C. 

Each in a Single Yolnme, elegantly printed, bonnd, and illnstrated, prioe 58. 



I.— SAM SLICK'S NATTJEE AND HUMAN NATTJEE. 

**The first Tolmne of Messra Hnrst and BlacketVs Standard Library of Cheap £dition» 
forms a very good beginning to what will doubtless be a very snccessf cd undertaking. 
* Nature and Human Nature* is one of the best of Sam Slick's witty and humorous- 
productions, and is well entitled to the large circulation which it cannot fail to obtain 
in its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume combines with the great recom- 
mendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser but attractive merits of 
being well illustrated and elegantly bound.'*— Pott. 

n.^JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 

" This is a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man — a Christian gentleman; and it abounds in inci- 
dent both well and highly wrought Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and 
written with great ability. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pas» 
freely from hand to hand as a gift book in many hoxiBeholda."— Examiner. 

** The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
8ncce8& John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiftd story, is no ordinary hero, and 
this his history is no ordinary book. It is a fuU-Iength portrait of a true gentleman, one- 
of nature's own nobility. It is also the history of a home, and a thoroughly English. 
one. The work abounds in incident, and is full of graphic power and true pathos. It 
is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better.*' — Scotsman. 

ni.— THE CRESCENT AND THE CEOSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

" Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms i» 
its reverent and serious spirit" — Quarterly Review. 

IV.— NATHALIE. By JULIA KAVANAGH. 

** ' Nathalie' is Miss Eavanagh's best imaginative effort Its manner is gracious and 
attractive. Its matter is good. A sentiment, a tenderness, are conmianded by her 
which are as individual as they are elegant" — Athmmum. 

v.— A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" A book of sound counsel It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, welK 
written, true-hearted, and altogether practical Whoever wishes to give advice to a^ 
young lady may thank the author for means of doing so." — Examiner. 

VI.— ADAM GEAEME. By MES. OLIPHANT. 

" A story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by its admirable pic- 
tures of Scottish life and scenery. The author sets before us the essential attributes of 
Christian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart, and their beautiful mani- 
festations in life, with a delicacy, power, and truth which can hardly be surpa8sed."-Pos^ 

yn.— SAU SLICK'S WISE SAWS AND HODEBN 

INSTANCES. 

** The reputation of this book will stand as long as that of Scott's or Bulwer's Novels. 
Its remarkable originality and happy descriptions of American life still continue th» 
subject of universal admiration. The new edition forms a part of Messrs. Hurst and 
Blackett's Cheap Standard Library, which has included some of the very best speoimen* 
of light literature that ever have been writtea'*— i/esieTi^er. 
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HURST & BLACKEXrS STANDARD LIBRARY 

(continued.) 

ym.— CARDINAL WISEMAN'S EECOLLECTIONS OF 

THE LAST FOUR POPES. 

'* A pictnresqne book on Borne and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Eoman 
Oatholia Cardinal 'Wiseman has treated a special subject with so much geniality, that 
his recollections will excite no ill-feeling in those who are most conscientiously opposed 
to every idea of human infallibility represented in Papal domination." — A^ienmtm. 

IX.— A LIFE FOR A LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" In ' A Life for a Life ' the author is fortunate in a good subject, and has produced a 
work of strong effect" — Athenasum. 

X.— THE OLD COURT SUBURB. By LEIGH HUNT. 

** A delightful book; that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those 
who have a love for the best kinds of reading." — Examiner. 

*' A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been published since Boswell pro> 
^luced his reminiscences of Johnson.** — Observer. 

XI.— MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS. 

«• We recommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this work for 
themselvea They will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness and on- 
finality about it quite charming.*'— ^K/keiueum. 

Xn.— THE OLD JUDGE. By SAM SLICK. 

** The publications included in this Library have all been of good quality ; many give 
information while they entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specimen. 
The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced, deserves 
•especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel engraving 
in each volume, and the outsides of them will satisfy the purchaser who likes to see 
books in handsome uniform.** — Examintr. 

Xin.— DARIEN. By ELIOT WARBURTON. 

"This last production of the author of 'The Crescent and the Cross* has the same 
elements of a very wide popularity. It will please its thousands."— 6^{o6e. 

XIV.— FAMILY ROMANCE ; OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS 

OF THE ARISTOCRACY. 

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, ULSTER KING OP ARMS. 

** It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It ought to be 
found on every drawing-room table.** — Standard. 

XV.— THE LAIRD OF NORLAW. By MRS. OLIPHANT. 

'* The * Laird of Norlaw ' fully sustains the author's high reputation.*'— ^Stmday Times. 

, XVI.— THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY. 

**We can praise Mrs. Gretton's book as interesting, unezaggerated, and full of oppor- 
tune instruction." — Tinu^ 

XVn.— NOTHING NEW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** 'Nothing New ' displays all those superior merits which have made * John Halifax 
•one of the most popular works of the day." — PoH. 

XVni.— FEEER'S LIFE OF JEANNE D'ALBRET. 

"Nothing can be more interesting than Miss Freer's story of the life of Jeanne 
D'Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive." — Post. 

XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HUNDRED FERES. 

BY TEE AUTHOR OP "MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS." 
*'If asked to classify this work, "V t ahouLd give it a place between 'John Halifax * and 
"Tbe Caxtona' ''Standard, 



HURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 



XX.— THE EOMANOE OF THE FOEUM. 

BY PETER BURKE, SERGEANT AT LAW. 
** A work of Bingnlar interest, which can never fail to chann. The present cheap and 
«legant edition includes the trae story of the Ooileen Bawn.*'— /Z/tf«<ra<«ef NewL 

XXI.— ADELE. By JTJLIA KAVANAGH. 

" * Adele * is the best work we have read by Miss Eavanagh ; it is a charming story, 
fall of delicate character-painting."— ^tAeiuettm. 

XXII.— STUDIES FROM LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

*' These ' Stadies *jom Life ' are remarkable for graphic power and observatioa The 
book will not dimimsh the reputation of the accomplished A\xtixov.'*—ScUurdayIUviiw» 

XXm.— GBANDMOIHEB'S MONEY. 

" We commend * Grandmother's Money ' to readers in search of a good novel The 
•oharacter8Ju:*e true to human nature, and the story is interesting."— ^KAeiueum. 

XXIV.— A BOOK ABOUT DOOTOES. 

BY J. 0. JEAFFRESON. 
" A delightful \)o6k.''"'Athenmum. '* A book to be read and re-read ; fit for the study 
as well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library.*'— JkmoeC 

XXV.— NO OHUEOH. 

*' We advise all who have the opportunity to read this hoolL^—Atheruewn, 

XXVL— mSTEESS AND MAID. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" A good wholesome book, gracefully written, and as pleasant to read as it is instruo- 
tlve."—il <Aeiu0um. " A charming tale charmingly told''— Standard. 

XXVII.— LOST AND SAVED. By HON. MES. NOETON. 

" * Lost and Saved ' will be read with eager Interest It is a vigorous novel"— jnbiMt. 
"A novel of rare excellence. It is. Mrs. Norton's best prose work."— ^xammer. 

XXVm.— LE8 mSEEABLES. By VIOTOE HUGO. 

AUTHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 

** The merits of * Les Miserables * do not merely consist in the conception of it as a 
whole ; it abounds with details of unequalled beauty. M. Victor Hugo has stamped upon 
every page the hall-mark of genius. "—Quorfer/y Rmew. 

XXIX.— BAEBAEA'S HISTOET. 

BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS. 

** It is not often that we light upon a novel of so much merit and interest as * Barbara's 
History.' It is a work conspicuous for taste and literary culture. It is a very graceful 
\nd charming book, with a well-managed story, clearly-cut characters, and sentimenta 
expressed with an exquisite elocution. It is a book which the world will like."— ^Himef. 

XXX.— LIFE OF THE EEV. EDWABD lEVINQ. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

" A good book on a most interesting theme." — Timet. 

" A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving's Life ought to have a niche 
in every gallery of religious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller ofin- 
Btruction (interest, and consolation."— ^ottfrday Review. 

XXXI.— ST. OLAVE'S. 

** This charming novel Is the work of one who possesses a great talent for writing, as 
well as experience and knowledge of the world. *— ilMeiMram. 

XXXn.— SAM SLICE'S AMEEIOAN HTTMOITE. 

**Dlp where you will into this lottery of fun, yon are sure to draw out a priM."— PoiC 
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XXXm.— CHRISTIAN'S MISTAKE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** A more charming story, to our taste, has rarely been written. The writer has hit 
off a circle of varied characters all trae to nature. Even if tried by the standard of 
the Archbishop of York, we should expect that even he would pronounce ' Christian's 
Mistake ' a novel without a fault" — Times. 

XXXIV.— ALEO FORBES OF HOWGLEN. 

BY GEORGE MAO DONALD, LL.D. 

** No account of this story would give any idea of the profound interest that pervades 
the work from the first page to the last" — Athenautn. 

XXXV.— AGNES. By MES. OLIPHANT. 

*' • Agnes ' is a novel superior to any of Mrs. Oliphant's former works." — Athenaeum. 
*' A story whose pathetic beauty will appeal irresistibly to all readera" — Post. 

XXXVL— A NOBLE LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

"This is one of those pleasant tales in which the author of 'John Halifax' speaks 
out of a generous heart the purest truths of life." — Examiner. 

XXXVn.— NEW AMEEIOA. By HEPWOETH DIXON. 

" A very interesting book. Mr. Dixon has written thoi^htfuUy and welL"— TVmM. 
Mr. Dixon's very entertaining and instructive work on New America."— Pa/Z Mall Oaz. 
'*We recommend every one who feels any interest in human nature to read Mr. 
Dixon's very interesting book." — Saturday Review. 

XXXVIII.— ROBERT FALCONER. 

BY GEORGE MAO DONALD, LL.D. 
" • Bobert Falconer ' is a work brimftil of life and humour and of the deepest human 
interest It is a book to be returned to again and again for the deep and searching 
knowledge it evinces of human thoughts and feelinga" — Athenaeum. 

XXXIX.— THE WOMAN S KINGDOM. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" * The Woman's Kingdom ' sustains the author's reputation as a writer of the 
purest and noblest kind of domestic stories. — Athenseum. 

XL.— ANNALS OF AN EVENTFUL LIFE. 

BY GEORGE WEBBE DASENT, D.O.L. 
*'A racy, well-written, and original novel The interest never flags. The whole 
work sparkles witti wit and humour." — Qitarterly Review. 

XLL— DAVID ELGINBROD. 

BY GEORGE MAO DONALD, LL.D. 
" A novel which is the work of a man of true genius. It will attract the highest 
class of readers." — Times. 

XML— A BRAVE LADY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
"A very good novel; a thoughtful, well-written book, showing a tender, sympathy 
with human nature, and permeated by a pure and noble spirit" — Examiner. 

XLIII. -HANNAH. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
** A powerful novel of social and domestic lif a One of the most successful efforts of 

a successful novelist" — Daily News. 

' A very pleasant, healthy story, well and artistically told. The book is sure of a 

wide circle of readers. The character of Hannah is one of rare beauty." — Standard. 

XLIV.— SAM SLICK'S AMERICANS AT HOME. 

"This iB one of the most amuEiDg\)Ooka\\i«.\ -^iq ever read."— /S^ofMford 
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